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REA 

*  l  S  r  '  I  '  r  i  O  N  V  1  Y '  ‘  ‘  /  ,  * 

WHEN  I  undertook  to  make  the  fol¬ 
lowing  Sheets  into  a  Play,  I  only 
propos’d  to  call  it  a  R  evis’d  one  •  but  fome 
who  had  Read  it  were  of  Opinion,  that  the 
Additions  in  it  were  of  Conlequence  enough 
to  call  it  a  New  one ;  and  the  A  dors  propo- 
fing  an  Advantage  by  it,  the  little  Concern  I 
had  for  it,  made  me  comply  with  their  De« 
fires  •  Notwithftanding  I  thought  my  Elf  o= 
blig  d  in  the  Prologue  to  own  how  far  other 
Authors  had  a  Claim  to  it :  But  I  found  e- 
ven  that  was  not  enough  to  filence  the  Cri- 
ticks,  whowou’d  have  the  Plealure  of  taking 
it  to  pieces,  as  if  I  had  endeavour’d  to  put  it 
upon  ’em  for  a  Corred  Entertainment.  I 
ventur’d  laft  Year  upon  fomething  of  the 
lame  kind,  in  joining  the  Comical  Epifodes 
of  the  Maiden  Queen ,  and  Marriage  Ala--- 
mode  together;  the  Alteration  coft  me  but 
fix  days  trouble ;  and  not  calling;  it  a  New 

A  2  -  Play,. 


To  the  READER. 

Play,  we  found  the  Town  very  favourable  to 
it;  and  tho’  I  have  no  reafon  to  Repent  of 
my  Trouble  in  this,  yet  had  we  taken  the 
lame  meafures  now,  Imuft  Rill  think  it  had 
.ran  lels  Hazard. —-But  that  the  Town  may 
not  think  ’tis  Lazinefe  that  makes  me  fond 
of  thefe  fort  of  Undertakings,  I  think  it  pro¬ 
per  to  prepare  their  favourable  Thoughts  of 
my  Induftry,  by  informing  them,  that  I  have 
a  New  Play  now  writing  into  Parts,  which 
will  be  A&ed  before  Chriftmds,  that  has  coft 
me  two  Summers  hard  Pains  and  Study, 
there  not  being  one  Line  in’t,  or  Thought, 
•either  in  the  Dialogue  or  Defign,  but  what’s 
■intirely  my  own,  and  never  leen  before. 
And  if  it  meets  but  a  Candid  and  Attentive 
Audience,  I  don’t  queftion  but  I  fhall  bid 
as  fair  for  their  Encouragement,  as  in  any 
other  Piece  I. have  ever  produc’d. 


T  H  E 


PROLOGU  E. 


Oud  Thofe ,  who  never  Tr/d ,  conceive  the  Sweat, 

The  Toil  requir'd,  to  make  a  Play  complete  5 
They  d  Pardon ,  or  Encourage  all  that  cou'd 
Pretend  to  be  but  tolerably  Good. 

Plot ,  Wit,  and  Humour  s,  hard  to  meet  in  One , 

-And  yet  without  'em  all ,  —  all's  lamely  done  : 

One  Wit,  perhaps,  another  Humour  paints  5 
A  Third  defigns  you  well,  but  Genius  wants  5 
A  Fourth  begins  with  Fire*— -but,  ah  !  too  weak  to  hold  it,  faints. 
A  Modern  Bard,  who  late  adorn'd  the  Bays, 

Whofe  Mufe  advanc'd  his  Fame  to  Envy  d  Praife , 

Was Jlill-ebferv  d  to  want  his  Judgment  mofi  in  Plays . 

Thofe,  he  too  often  found,  requir'd  the  Pain, 

And  Jlronger  Forces  of  a  vigorous  Brain  : 

Nay,  even  alter'd  Plays,  like  old  Houfes  mended , 

Cojt  little  lefs  than  new,  before  they're  ended  5 
At  leaf,  our  Author  finds  the  Experience  true. 

For  equal  Pains  had  made  this  wholly  new  : 

And  tho '  the  Nam e  feems  old,  the  Scenes  will  JJjow, 

That  ' tis ,  in  FaB,  no  more  the  fame  than  now  5 
Fam'd  ChattfwortTi  is  f  what  'twas  fome  Tears  ago. 

Pardon  the  Boldnefr,  that  a  Play  fliou'd  dare. 

With  Works  of  fo  much  Wonder ,  to  compare  : 

But  as  that  Fabriclfs  ancient  Walls  or  Wood, 

Were  little  worth ,  to  make  this  New  One  good  $ 

So  of  This  Play ,  we  hope,  ' tis  underflood. 

For,  tho'  from  former  Scenes  fome  Hints  he  draws. 

The  Ground-Plot' s  wholly  chang'd  from  what  it  was  : 

5  Not, 
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The  Prologue. 

Not,  but  he  hopes  you'll  find  enough  that's  new, 

Jn  Plot,  in  Perfons ,  Wit,  and  Humour  too  : 

Yet  what's  not  his,  he  owns  in  other  s  Right, 

Nor  toils  he  now  for  Fame,  but  your  Delight . 

If  that's  ^attain'd,  what's  matter  whofe  the  Play's , 

Applaud  the  Scenes,  and  fir  ip  him  of  the  Praife, 


J  sit  it  .  .  ..  ^  jV'T 


T  H  E 


EPILOG  H  E, 

WELL ,  Sirs  !  I  know  not  how  the  Play  may  pdfs , 
But,  in  my  humble  Senfe,  ■ —  our  Bard V  an  Afs  3 
For,  had  he  ever  known  the  leaf  of  Nature, 

H' had  found  his  Double  Spark  a  difmal  Creature  :  ; 

To  pleafe  two  Ladies ,  Ik  two  Forms  puts  on. 

As  if  the  Thing  in  Shadows  coud  be  done  3  ^ 

The  Women  really  Two ,  and  He  (poor  Soul !  )  but  One. 

Had  he  revers'd  the  Hint ,  h'had  done  the  Feat, 

Had  made  th'  Impoflure  credibly  complete  5 
A  fingle  Miftrefs  —  might  have  flood  the  Cheat. 

She  might  to  feveral  Lovers  have  been  Ifind , 

Nor  ftraind  your  Faith,  to  think ,  both  pleas'd,  and  blind : 
Plain  Senfe  had  known,  the  Fair  can  Love  receive , 
h  half  the  Pains  your  warmefl  Vows  can  give. 


' ut ,  hold  !  —  Fm  thinking  I  miflake  the  Matter, 

On  fecond  Thoughts  :  —  The  Hint's  but  honefl  Satyr  j 
And  only  meant  t'expofe  their  modijh  Senfe, 

Who  think  the  Fire  of  Love's  —  but  Impudence. 

Our  Spark  was  really  modefl  3  When  he  found 
Two  Female  Claims  at  once,  he  One  difown'd  5 
Wifely  prefuming,  tho '  in  ne'er  fetch  hafl. 

One  woud  be  found  enough  for  him ,  at  leaf . 

•  So  that  to  feum  the  Whole, - I  think  the  Play 

JDeferves  the  ufual  Favours  on  his  Day  3 
If  not ,  he  (wears,  hell  write  the  next  to  Muflck, 

In  Doggerel  Rhimes,  woud  make  or  Him ,  or  You,  flck  * 
His  Groveling  Senfe,  Italian  Air,  (hall  Crown, 

And  then,  he's  fure,  evn  Nonfenfe  will  go  down . 

But,  if  you  d  have  the  World  feuppofe  the  Stage 
Not  quite  forfaken  in  this  Airy  Age, 

Let  your  glad  Votes  our  needlefs  Fear  confound. 

And  fpeak  in  Claps  as  loud  for  Senfe,  as  Sound > 


Dfamitis 


Dramatis  Perfonm. 


M  E  N. 


Sir  Solo  Man  Sad  life, 
Cleritnont , 

Car  clefs. 

Atal( 

Capt.  Struts 

Sir  Squabble  Split  hair, 

Saunter, 

Old  Mr.  Wilful* 

Sir  Harry  Atall, 
Supple , 

Dr.  Blifter 
Rhubarb. 

Finder. 


Mr.  J ohnfon.. 
Mr.  Booth. 

Mr.  Wilks. 

Mr.  Cibber. 

Mr.  Bowen.^ 
Mr.  Norris ». 
Mr.  Pack._ 

Mr.  Bullock 
Mr.  Crofs. 

Mr#  Fairbanks 


WOMEN, 


lady  Dainty r 
Lady  Sadlife, 
Cl ar  in  da, 
Sylvia , 
Wijhmll, 

Situp, 


Mrs.  Oldfield. 
Mrs.  Croffe . 
Mrs.  Rogers. 
Mrs.  Bradfiaw. 
Mrs.  Saunders » 
Mrs.  Brow.. 
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ACT  I 

SCENE  the  PARK . 


Enter  Clerimont  and  Atall. 
tier,  TV/fR*  AtaU,  your  very  humble  Servant. 

IV X  At.  O  Clerimont ,  fuch  an  Adventure  ,  ( I  was 
Juft  a  going  to  your  Lodgings,)  fuch  a  tranfporting  Accident  3 
in  ftiort,  I  am  now  pofitively  fix’d  in  Love  for  altogether. 

Cler.  All  the  Sex  together,  I  believe. 

At.  Nay  ,  if  thou  doft  not  believe  me,  and  ftand  my 
Friend,  I  am  ruin’d  paft  Redemption. 

Cler.  Dear  Sir,  if  I  ftand  your  Friend  without  believing  you, 
won’t  that  do  as  welh  But  why  flioud  you  think  I  don’t 
believe  you>  I  have  feen  you  twice  in  love  within  this  Fort¬ 
night  3  and  it  wou’d  be  hard  indeed  to  fuppofe,  a  Heat  of  fo 
much  Mettle  cou’d  not  hold  out  a  third  Engagement. 

At.  Then  to  be  ferious  in  one  word,  I  am  honourably  in 
Love  3  and  if  (he  proves  the  Woman  I  am  fure  (he  mnft,  will 
pofitively  marry  her. 

Cler.  Marry  !  O  degenerate  Virtue  ! 

At.  Now,  will  you  help  me  ? 

Cler.  Sir,  you  may  depend  upon  me :  But  that  1  may  be 

B  <  the 
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the  better  able  to  ferve  you,  —  all  things  in  order,  *—  pray 
give  me  leave  firft  to  ask  a  Queftion  or  two;  What  is  this 
Honourable  Lady’s  Name  ? 

At.  Faith  1  don’t  know. 

Cler.  What  are  her  Parents  } 

At.  I  can’t  tell, 

Cler.  What  Fortune  has  lhe  > 

At.  I  don’t  know  ? 

Cler.  Where  does  (he  live  ? 

At.  I  can’t  tell. 

Cler.  A  very  concife  Account  of  the  Perfon  you  defign  to 
marry.  Pray  Sir,  what  is’t  you  do  know  of  her } 

At.  That  I’ll  tell  you :  Coming  yefterday  from  Greenwich 
by  Water,  I  overtook  a  pair  of  Oars  $  whofe  lovely  Freight 
was  one  (ingle  Lady ,  and  a  Fellow  in  a  hanfom  Livery  in 
the  Stern:  When  I  came  up,  I  had  at  firft  refolv’d  to  ufe 
the  privilege  of  the  Element,  and  bait  her  with  Waterman’s 
Wit,  till  I  came  to  the  Bridge:  But  as  foon  as  (he  faw  me, 
inftead  of  turning  her  Head  afide,  or  cramming  her  Hoods  in 
her  Mouth  to  raife  my  Curiofity,  (he  very  prudently  prevent¬ 
ed  my  Defign  ^  and  as  I  pafs’d  ,  bow’d  to  me  with  an  hum¬ 
ble  Blufti,  that  fpoke  at  once  fuch  Senfe,  fo  juft  a  Fear,  and 
Modefty,  as  put  the  loofeft  of  my  Thoughts  to  rout.  And 
when  (he  found  her  Fears  had  mov’d  me  into  Manners,  the 
cautious  Gloom  that  fat  upon  her  Beauties,  difappear’d  $  her 
fparkling  Eyes  refum’d  their  native  Fire  5  (he  look’d,  (he  fmil’d, 
(he  talk’d,  while  her  diffufive  Charms  new  fir’d  my  Heart,  and 

gave  my  Soul  a  foftnefs  never  felt  before. -  To  be  brief, 

her  Converfation  was  as  charming  as  her  Perfon,  both  eafie, 
unconftrain’d,  and  fprightly  :  But  then  her  Limbs  1  O  rap¬ 
turous  Thought  !  The  fnowy  Down  upon  the  Wings  of  un¬ 
fledg’d  Love ,  had  never  half  that  foftnefs. 

Cler.  Raptures  indeed.  Pray  Sir,  how  came  you  fo  well 
acquainted  with  her  Limbs  ? 

At.  By  the  moft  fortunate  Misfortune  fure  that  ever  was : 
For  as  we  were  (hooting  the  Bridge,  her  Boat,  by  the  negligence 
of  the  Watermen  running  againft  the  Piles,  was  over-fet  5  out 
jumps  the  Footman  to  take  care  of  a  (ingle  Rogue,  and  down 
went  the  poor  Lady  to  the  bottom.  My  Boat  being  before 
her,  the  Stream  drove  her,  by  the  help  of  her  Cloaths,  to- 
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wards  me  5  at  fight  of  her  I  plung’d  in,  caught  her  in  my 
Arms,  and  with  much  ado,  fupported  her  till  my  Waterman 
pull’d  in  to  fave  us.  But  the  charming  Difficulty  of  her  get¬ 
ting  into  the  Boat,  gave  meaTranfport  that  all  the  wide  Wa¬ 
ter  in  the  Thames  had  not  power  to  cool :  For,  Sir,  while 
I  was  giving  her  a  lift  into  the  Boat,  I  found  the  floating  of 
her  Cloaths  had  left  all  her  lovely  Limbs  beneath,  as  bare 
as  new-born  Venn*  rifing  from  the  Sea. 

Cler.  What  an  impudent  Happinefs  art  thou  capable  of. 

At.  When  (he  was  a  little  recover’d  from  her  Fright,  (he 
began  to  enquire  my  Name,  Abode,  and  Circumftances,  that 
(he  might  know  to  whom  (he  ow’d  her  Life,  and  Preferva- 
tion.  Now,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  durft  not  truft  her  with 
my  real  Name ,  left  (he  (hou’d  from  thence  have  difcover’d 
that  my  Father  was  now  a&ually  under  Bonds  to  marry  me 
to  another  Woman  :  fo  ’Faith,  I  ev’n  told  her  my  Name 
was  Freeman,  a  Gloceflerjfnre  Gentleman,  of  a  good  Eftate, 
juft  come  to  Town  about  a  Chancery  Suit.  Befides,  1  was  un¬ 
willing  any  Accident  ftiou’d  let  my  Father  know  of  my  being 
y|t  in  England,  left  he  fhou’d  find  me  out,  and  force  me  to 
marry  the  Woman  I  never  faw  5  for  which,  you  know,  he 
commanded  me  home,  before  I  have  time  to  prevent  it. 

Cler.  Well,  but  cou’d  not  you  learn  the  Lady’s  Name  all 
this  while  ?  v 

At.  No  ’Faith,  (he  was  inexorable  to  all  Intreaties  3  only 
told  me  in  general  terms,  That  if  what  I  vow’d  to  her  was  fin- 
cere,  (he  wou’d  give  me  proof  in  a  few  Days,  what  Hazards 
(he  wou’d  run  to  requite  my  Services  3  fo,  after  having  told 
her  where  (he  might  hear  of  me  ,  I  faw  her  into  a  Chair, 
prefs’d  her  by  the  cold  Rofy  Fingers,  kifs’d  'em  warm,  and 
parted.  ■  y; 

Cler.  What !  Then  you  are  quite  off  of  the  Lady  I  fup^ 
pofe,  that  you  made  an  Acquaintance  with  in  the  Park,  la  ft 
Week.  , 

At.  No,  no  3  not  fo  neither :  One’s  my  Juno,  all  Pride, 
and  Beauty  3  but  this  my  Venus,  all  Life,  Love,  and  Softnefs* 
Now,  what  I  beg  of  thee,  dear  Clerimont,  is  this :  Mrs.  Juno, 
as  I  told  you,  having  done  me  the  honour  of  a  civil  Vifit  or 
two  at  my  own  Lodgings,  I  muft  needs  borrow  thin?  to  en¬ 
tertain  Mrs.  Venus  in :  for  if  the  Rival  Goddeffes  fhou’d 

B  2  meet, 


a  -  The  Double  Gallant,  or 

meet,  and  clafh,  you  know  there  wou’d  be  the  Devil  to  do 
between  ’em. 

Cler .  Well,  Sir,  my  Lodgings  are  at  your  fe'rvice :  but  yon 
muft  be  very  private,  and  fober,  I  can  tell  you  ^  for  my  Land¬ 
lady’s  a  Presbyterian  $  if  (hefufpe&s  your  Defigu,  you’re  blown 
up,  depend  upon’t. 

At.  Don’t  fear.  I’ll  be  as  careful  as  a  guilty  Confidence.: 
but  I  want  immediate  poffeffion  5  for  I  expeft  to  hear  from 
her  every  moment  5  and  have  already  dire&ed  her  to  fend 
thither.  Prithee,  come  with  me. 

Cler.  ’Faith,  you  muft  excufe  me  $  I  expeft  fome  Ladies  in 
tbe  P^,  that  I  wou’d  not  mifs  of  for  an  Empire  :  But  yon¬ 
der’s  my  Servant,  he  (hall  conduft  you.r<. 

At.  Very  good!  that  will  do  as  well  then  :  Til  fend  my 
Man  along  with  him,  to  expett  her  Commands,  and  call  me 
If  (he  fends :  And  in  the  mean  time,  I’ll  ev’n  go  home  to 
my  own  Lodgings  $  for  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  expeft  a  fmall 
Meflage  there  from  my  Goddefs  Imperial.  And  I  am  not  fo 
much  in  love  with  my  new  Bird  in  the  Bu(h,  as  to  let  t’other 
fly  out  of  my  Hand  for  her.  : 

Cler.  And  pray.  Sir,  what  Name  does  your.  Goddefs  Im¬ 
perial  (as  you  call  her)  know  you  by? 

At.  O,  Sir,  with  her  I  pafs  for  a  Man  of  Arms,  and  am 
call’d  Coll.  S tandfajl with  my  new  face  John  Freeman  of 
Fatland-Hall ,  Efq^  But  time  flies  •  I  muft  leave  you. 

Cleri t  Well,  dear  Atall}  I’m  yom?  > —  Good,  luck  to  you. 
[Ex.  At."]  '  What  a  happy  Fellow  is  this,  that  owes  his  Sue- 
cefs  with  the  Women  purely  to  his  Inconftancy ?  What  a 
Blockhead  am  I,  to  taint  my  Inclinations  with  Virtue,  when 
I  have  fo  many  daily  Examples  before  my  Eyes,  of  Peoples 
being  ill  us’d  for  their  Sincerity  ?  Here  comes  another  too, 
almoft  as  happy  as  he,  a  Fellow  that’s  wife  enough' to  be  but 
half  in  love,  and  makes  his  whole  Life  a  ftudied  Idlenefs. 

Enter  a  Carelefs. 

Cler.  So  Car  clefs  !  you’re  conftant,  I  fee,  to  your  Morn¬ 
ing’s  Saunter.  Well!  how  (land  Matters?  I  hear  ftrange 
things  of  thee  5  that  after  having  rail’d  at  Marriage  all  thy 
Life,  thou  haft  refolv’d  to  fall  into  the  Noofe  at  laft. 

Care.  I  don’t  fee  any  great  Terror  in  the  Noofe,  (as  you 
call  it)  when  a  Man  s  weary  of  Liberty :  The  liberty  of  play- 
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ing  the  Fool  when  ones  tam’d  of  Thirty,  is  not  of  much 
value. 

Cler.  Hey  day  !  Then  you  begin  to  have  nothing  in  your 
Head  now,  but  Settlements,  Children,  and  the  main  Chance. 

Care.  Ev’n  fo  faith,  but  in  hopes  to  comeat  ’em  too,  1  am 
forc’t  very  often  to  make  my  way  through  Pills,  Elixirs, 
Bolus’s,  Ptizans*  and  Gallipots.^ 

Cler.  What  is  your  Miftreis  an  xApothecary’s  Widow? 

Care.  No,  but  Ihe  is  an  Apothecary’s  Shop  ,  and  keeps  as 
many  Drugs  in  her  Bedchamber  5  Ihe  has  her  Phyfick  for  eve¬ 
ry  hour  of  the  Day  and  Night - for  ’tis  vulgar,  ("he  fays* 

to  be  a  moment -in  Rude  perfeft  Health.  Her  Bed  is  lin’d 
with  Poppies,  the  Black  Boys  at  the  Feet,  that  the  Healthy 
irnploy  to  bear  Flowers  in  their  Arms,  (he  loads  with  Diaf- 
cordhim. ,  and  other  (leepy  Potions,  her  .  Sweetbags  inhead  of 
the  common  and  offenfive  fmells  of  Musk  and  Amber,  breath 
nothing  but  the  more  Modi(h  and  Salubrious  Scents  of  HartF 
horn,  Rue,  and  Aflafoetida.  \ 

Cler.  Why  at  this  rate  (he’s  only  fit  to  be  the  Confort  of 
Hippocrates.  But  pray  what  other  Charms  has  this  Extraor-. 
dinary -Lady  ?o 

Care.  She  has  one,  Tom,  that  a  Man  may  relMh  without 
being  fo  deep  a  Phyfitian. 

Cler.  What’s  that  > 

Care.  Why  two  thoufand  Pound  a  Year. 

Cler .  No  vulgar  Beauty,  Iconfefs,  Sir:  But  can  ft  thou  fo? 
any  Confideration  throw  thy  felf  into  this  Hofpital,  this  Box 
of  Phyfick  and  lye  all  Night  like  Leaf  Gold  upon  a  Pill  ? 

Care.  O  dear  Sir,  this  is  not  half  the  Evil  ^  her  Humour  is 
as.  fantaftick  as  her  Diet  3  nothing  that’s  Englijh  mud:  come 
near  her :  All  her  Delight  is  in  foreign  Impertinences :  Her 
Rooms  are  all  of  Japan,  or  Perfia,  her  Drefs  Indian ,  and  her 
Equipage  are  all  Monfters:  The  Coachman  came  over  with 
his  Horfes,  both  from  RuJJia ,  (Flanders  are  too  common) 
the  reft  of  her  Trim  are  a  mottly  crowd  of  Blacks,  Tawny 
Olives,  Feulamots,  and  pale  Blews:  In  fhort  (he’s  for  any 
thing  that  comes  from  beyond  Sea  3  her  greateft  Monfters  are 
thofe  of  her  own  Country 3  and  (lie  is  in  love  with  nothing 
o’this  fide  the  Line  but  the  Apothecaries, 


Cler, 


>• 


*  » 


5 


<5  The  Double  Gallant,  or; 

Cler.  Apothecaries  quotha !  why  your  fine  Lady,  for  ought 
I  fee,  is  a  perfect  Dofe  of  Folly  and  Phyfick}  in  a  Month’s 
time  (he’ll  grow  like  an  Antimonial  Cup,  and  a  Kifs  will  be 
able  to  work  with  you. 

Care.  But  to  prevent  that,  Tom,  I  defign  upon  the  Wedding 
Day  to  break  all  her  Gallypots,  kick  the  Dodtor  down  Stairs, 
and  force  her,  inftead  of  Phyfick,  to  take  an  hearty  Meal  of 
a  (winging  Rump  of  boil’d  Beef  and  Carrots,  and  fo  faith  I 
have  told  her. 

Cler.  That’s  fomething  familiar:  Are  you  fo  near  Man  and 

Wife? 

Care.  O  nearer,  for  I  fometimes  Plague  her  till  (he  hates  the 
fight  of  me. 

Cler.  Ha !  ha !  very  good  !  So  being  a  very  troublefome 
Lover,  you  pretend  to  Cure  her  of  her  Phyfick  by  a  Counter 
Poifon. 

Care.  Right,  I  intend  to  Fee  a  Dodfor  to  prefcribe  her  an 
Hour  of  my  Converfation  to  be  taken  every  Night  and  Morn¬ 
ing  }  and  this  to  be  continued  till  her  Feaver  of  Averfion’s 
over. 

Cler.  An  admirable  Recipe.  Well,  Tow,  but  how  ftand 
thy  own  Affairs  ?  Is  Clarinda  kind  yet  ? 

Cler.  Faith  I  can’t  fay  (he’s  abfolutely  kind,  but  fhe’s  pret¬ 
ty  near  it:  For  (he’s  grown  fo  ridiculoufly  ill  humour’d  to  me 
of  late,  that  if  (he  keeps  the  fame  Airs  a  Week  longer,  I  am 
in  hopes  to  find  as  much  Eafe  from  her  Folly,  as  my  Conftan- 

cy  wou’d  from  her  good  Nature - But  to  be  plain,  I’m  a- 

fraid  I  have  fome  fecret  Rival  in  the  cafe  5  for  Womens  Va¬ 
nity  feldom  gives  them  Courage  enough  to  ufe  an  old  Lover 
heartily  Ill,  till  they  are  firft  fure  of  a  New  One,  that  they 
intend  to  ufe  better. 

Care .  What  fays  Sir  Solomon ,  he  is  your  Friend  I  prefume? 

Cler.  Yes,  at  leaftlcan  make  him  fo  when  I  pleafe^  there  is 
an  odd  five  hundred  Pound  in  her  Fortune,  that  he  has  a  great 
mind  (liou’d  ftick  to  his  Fingers,  when  he  pays  in  the  reft  on’t  $ 
which  I’m  afrid  I  muft  comply  with,  for  (he  can’t  eafily  Marry 
without  his  Confent.  And  yet  (he  is  fo  alter’d  in  her  Be¬ 
haviour  of  late,  that  I  fcarce  know  what  to  do - Prithee 

take  a  Turn,  and  Advife  me. 

Care.  With  all  my  Heart. 
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The  SCENE  changes  to  Sir  Solomon  SadlifeV  Hotife . 

Enter  Sir  Solomon,  and  Supple  his  Man. 

Sir  Sol.  Snpple}  doft  not  thou  perceive  I  put  a  great  Con¬ 
fidence  in  thee?  Itruft  thee  with  myBoforu  fecrets. 

Sup.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  Ah  Supple  /  I  begin  to  hate  my  Wife- - but  be 

fecret. 

Sup.  I’ll  never  tell  while  I  live.  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  Nay  then  I’ll  truft  thee  further:  Between  thee  and  i 
I,  Supple ,  I  have  reafon  to  believe  my  Wife  hates  me  too. 

Sup.  Ah!  Dear  Sir,  I  doubt  that’s  no  fecret 5  for  to  fay  the.: 
Truth,  my  Lady  is  bitter  Young  and  Gamefome. 

Sir  Sol.  But  can  (he  have  the  Impudence,  think’ft  thou,  to 
make  a  Cuckold  of  a  Knight,  one  that  was  dubb’d  by  the 
Royal  Sword  ? 

Sup.  Alas!  Sir,  I  warrant  (has  the  Courage  of  a  Countefs, 
if  (he’s  once  provok’d  (he  cares  not  what  (he  does  in  her  Paffi-  - 
on,  if  you  were  ten  times  a  Knight  (he’d  give  you  Dub  for  ; 
Dub,  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  Ah!  Supple ,  when  her  Blood’s  up,  I  confefs (he’s  the 
Devil  5  and  I  queftion  if  the  whole  Conclave  of  Cardinals  could 
lay  her.  But  fuppofe  (he  (hou’d  refolve  to  give  me  a  fample 
of  her  Sex,  and  make  me  a  Cuckold  in  cool  Blood  ? 

Sup.  Why  if  (he  {hou’d,  Sir,  don’t  take  it  fo  to  Heart, 
Cuckolds  are  no  fuch  Monfters  now  adays :  In  the  City  you 
know.  Sir,  it’s  fo  many  Honeft  Mens  Fortune,  that  no  Body 
minds  it  there  $  and  at  this  end  of  the  Town  a  Cuckold  has 
as  much  Refpeft  a$  his  Wife  for  ought  I  fee:  For  Gentlemen 
don’t  know  but  it  may  be  their  own  cafe  another  Day,  and 
fo  People  are  willing  to  do  as  they  wou’d  be  done  by. 

Sir  Sol.  And  yet  I  do  not  think  but  my  Spoufe  is  Honeft—— 
and  think  (he  is  not- - woufd  I  were  fatisfyed.  . 

Sup.  Troth,  Sir,  I  don’t  know  what  to  think,  but  in  my 
Confcience  I  believe  good  looking  after  can  do  her  no  harm. 

Sir  Sol.  Right  Supple ,  and  in  order  to  it,  I'll  firft  Demolifh 
her  Viftting  Days:  For  how  do  I  know  but  they  may  may  be 
fo  many  private  Clubs  for  Cuckoldom. 

Sup.  Ah!  Sir,  your  Worlhip  knows  I  was  always  againft 
your  coming  to  this  end  of  the  Town, 

-  Sir, 
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Sir  Sol.  Thou  vvert  indeed  my  honed  Supple :  But  Woman ! 
fair  and  faithlefs  Woman,  worm’d  and  work’d  me  to  her 
Wiflaes  5  like  fondM?;^  Antony  I  let  my  Empire  moulder  from 
my  Hands,  and  gave  up  All  for  Love:  O  Fool  to  trud  thy 
•Honour  with  a  Woman  !  A  Race  of  Vipers!  They  were  de¬ 
ceivers,  Supple ,  from  the  beginning.  I’ll  have  no  Vifitors, 
that’s  determin’d. 

Sup.  Truly,  Sir,  I  begin  to  think  there’s  nothing  fav’d  by 
’em  in  the  Years  end. 

Sir  Sol.  O  Supple ,  I  run  Mad  when  I  think  on’t  3  every 
^Powder’d  Wigg  l  meet,  is  a  piece  of  Ordnance  planted  agaitiffc 
my  Honour  3  the  rattling  of  a  fine  Chariot  gives  me  the  Spleen, 
.and  my  very  Soul’s  fet  an  Edge  at  the  fqueak  of  a  Fiddle. 

Sup.  And  what’s  more  provoking,  Sir,  the  abominable 
dlogues  always  pitch  upon  this  fide  the  Park  for  their  Mufick 
-and  Intrigues. 

Sir  Sol.  Dogs!  Villains!  Mongers!  Zbud !  I’ve  been  in  a 

Sweat  ever  fince  I  liv’d  here - twice  or  thrice  a  Week  all  the 

Cuckold^makers  in  Town  Rendezvous  under  my  Window. 
Infupportable — —I  mud  have  a  young  Wife  with  a  murrain 

to  me - 1  hate  her  too*- — and  yet  the  Devil  on’t  is,  I’m 

‘hill  jealous  of  her - day !  let  me  reckon  up  all  the  Fadiio- 

nable  Vertues  die  has  that  can  make  a  Man  happy.  In  the 
iird  place - •!  think  her  very  Ugly- - 

Sup.  Ah  !  .that’s  becaufe  you  are  marry’d  to  her.  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  As  for  herExpences,  no  Arithmetick  can  reach  ’em^ 
•{he’s  always  longing  for  fomething  that’s  Dear  and  Ufelefs^ 
file  will  certainly  ruine  me  in  China,  Silks,  Ribbons,  Fans, 

*.  Laces,  Perfumes,  Wafiies,  Powder,  Patches,  Jeffimine  Gloves, 
and  Ratafia. 

S/p.  Ah!  Sir,  that’s  a  cruel  Liquor  with ’em. 

Sir  Sol.  To  fum  up  all  wou’d  run  me  mad - The  only 

way  to  put  a  dop  to  h  *r  Career,  mud  be  to  put  off  my  Coacb, 
turn  away  her  Chairmen,  lock  out  her  Srvifs  Porter,  barr  up 
Doors,  keep  out  all  Vifitors,  and  then  file’ll  be  lefs  Expenfive. 

Sup.  Ay  Sir,  for  few  Women  think  it  worth  their  while  to 
Drefs  for  their  Husbands. 

Sir-Sol.  Then  we  flian’t  be  plagu’d  with  my  old  Lady  Tittle-* 
tattles  Howdees  in  a  Morning,  nor  my  Lady  Dainty  s  Spleen, 
or  the  fuddain  indifpofition  of  that  grim  Bead  her  horrible 
,  Dutch  Maftiff.  sut} 
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Sup.  No,  Sir,  nor  the  impertinence  of  that  great  fat  Crea¬ 
ture,  my  Lady  Swill-tea. 

Sir  Sol.  And  her  fquinting  Daughter.  No,  no  :  Let  the 
Tide  run  fomewhere  elfe  5  I  am  refolv’d  to  know  the  happi- 
nefs  of  living  in  filence,  without  the  din  of  a  Vifiting-day, 
fpent  in  a  continual  jargon  of  Impertinence,  of  this  pretty 
Lace,  and  that  pretty  Ribband  5  this  News  of  the  Ring,  and 
that  of  the  Circle  5  this  Party  for  Plays,  and  t’other  for  Eu¬ 
nuchs  and  Operas 3  one  laughs  in  Qamut ,  another  fneezes  in 
El  ami  Alt 3  And  Hey  !  all  their  Clacks  go  together  with  a 
Babel  of  Sounds,  till  their  Scandal  and  Fafhions  are  all  run 
over  3  and  then,  to  the  Peace  of  the  Neighbourhood,  they 
part  with  the  fame  impertinence  they  enter’d.  —  No,  Supple , 
after  this  Night,  nothing  in  Petticoats  (hall  come  within  ten 
Yards  of  my  Doors. 

Sup.  Nor  in  Breeches  neither ? 

Sir  Sol.  Only  Mr.  Clerimont  ^  for  I  expeft  him  to  fign  Ar¬ 
ticles  with  me  for  the  Five  hundred  Pound  he  is  to  give  me, 
for  that  ungovernable  Jade,  my  Niece,  Clarinda.  [dfide. 
Ha  !  fee,  who’s  that?  [  Knocking. 

Sup.  O,  Sir !  ’tis  the  three  ftrange  Suitors  that  wou’d  marry 
Madam  Clarinda. 

Sir  Sol.  Let  ’em  come  in :  I’ll  divert  my  felf  by  laughing  at 
them  a  little ,  and  then  fend  ’em  about  their  bufinefs ,  like 
F ools,  as  they  came. 

Re-enter  Supple,  with  Capt.  Strut ,  Sir  Squabble  Splithair, 

and  Saunter. 

Sir  Sol.  Well,  Gentlemen,  your  budnefs  with  me,  I  under- 
ftand,  is  much  the  fame  5  my  confent  to  your  marrying  my 
Kinfwoman  :  I  fhou’d  be  glad  if  any  of  you  brings  Preten¬ 
ces  that  I  like  5  and  fo,  if  you  pleafe,  Gentlemen,  —  one  af¬ 
ter  another  $  and  when  I  have  heard  you  all,  I’ll  give  you 
my  Anfwer  :  —  And  in  the  firft  place,  what  are  you,  Sir? 

Capt.  I,  Sir,  am  —  a  Man  of  Honour. 

Sir  Sol.  Pray,  Sir,  what’s  that,  a  Lord? 

Capt.  No,  Sir,  one  that  fcorns  to  take  the  Lie,  or  pay  Debts. 

Sir  Sol.  Humh !  that’s  pretty  near  the  matter,  —  an  extra¬ 
ordinary  Perfon.  Where  do  you  live,  Sir  ? 

Capt.  Why,  here,  — ■  and  there,  Sir :  I’m  a  Man  of  a  frank 
Nature,  and  am  always  at  home. 
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Sir  Sol.  Where  do  you  deep  anights?  , 

Capt.  Nowhere!  I  fit  up  every  Night  at  the  Tavern  5 
and,  in  the  Morning,- —  lye  rough  in  the  Round-honfe, 

Sir  Sol.  Pray,  Sir,  how  do  you  fpend  your  time  when  you 
are  out  of  a  Tavern  ? 

Capt.  I  play  Crimp  Matches  at  Tennis  ,.  Bowls  and  Pi¬ 
quet  3  and  get  in  -defperate  Debts  for  Young  Fellows,  that 
dare  not  fight  for  themfelves. 

Sir  Sol.  Are  you  never  run  through  the  Body  ? 

Capt.  Often  Sir  $  yet  I  fear  nothing  but  a  Bailiff. \  ora  Court- 
Marjhal. —  Sir,  l  kifs  every  Woman  that  fmiles,  and  kick  eve¬ 
ry  Man  that  frowns  upon  me:  for  I  take  both  to  my  felf, 
whether  they  meant  me,  or  not. 

Sir  Sol.  How,  Sir !  ftrike  before  you  know  whether  you 
are  affronted,  or  not  ?  I  thought  you  were  a  Man  of  Honour. 

Capt.  So  I  am,  Sir,  and  woud  not  have  it  ftain’d —  in  quar¬ 
relling.  Delays  look  feurvily  :  Firft  Blows  are  beft.  When 
a  Man  looks  angry  upon  me,  and  fays  any  thing  I  don’t  un¬ 
derhand,  I  knock  him  down  5  and  then  ’tis  no  matter  whe¬ 
ther  I  underhand  him,  or  no.  • —  Shall  a  Rafcal,  becaufe  he 
has  read  Books,  talk  pertly  to  me  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Why,  Sir,  are  not  your  Men  of  Honour  given  to 
Learning  ? 

Capt.  Thofe  that  think  it  worth  their  while,  are  5  but  we 
generally  leave  that  to  the  Chaplain,  and  the  Chaplain  fome- 
times  leaves  it  to  the  Agent.  — -  Our  Difputes  need  but  little 
reading  5  Blows,  Blood,  and  Wounds,  are  Soldiers  Argu¬ 
ments,  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  Sir,  I  (han’t  difpute  with  you.  — -  But  pray, 
Sir,  what  can  you  fettle  upon  my  Kinfwoman? 

Capt.  My  Glory,  and  my  Sword. 

Sir  Sol.  A  Jointure  of  vah  Honour,  I  muh  confefs.  Pray, 
Sir,  where  may  your  Glory  lye  ? 

Capt.  In  the  Gazette. 

Sir  Sol.  And  your  Sword,  — -  the  Silver- hiked  one,  I  mean. 

Capt.  At  the  Pawn-brokers. 

Sir  Sol.  And  pray.  Sir,  why  wou’d  you  marry  ? 

Capt.  Sir,  I  owe  above  Fifteen  hundred  Pound  3  befide,  I 
have  a  mind  to  leave  off  Whoring,  and  keep  a  frefh  Girl  to 
my  felf. 
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Sir  Sol.  Hah !  a  very  fober  Principle,  truly.  Well,  Sir,  finee 
I  know  your  Pretences,  will  you  give  me  leave  to  talk  with 
the  other  Gentlemen.  - *  Pray,  Sir,  what  are  you  > 

Sir  Squ.  I,  Sir, — am  none  of  your  Skipjacks,  no  fpend-thrife. 
Courtier,  nor  beggarly  Soldier,  but  a  folid  fubftantial  Man, 
with  a  thinking  Head,  and  a  prudent  Confcience  5  that  have 
liv’d  thefe  20  Years  in  St.  Magnes  Parilh ,  have  lent  my  Mo¬ 
ney  to  the  Government ,  and  owe  none  of  my  Neighbours  a 
Shilling. 

Sir  Sol.  Pray,  Sir,  what  may  be  your  Name  > 

Sir  Squ.  My  Name,  Sir,  is  Sir  Squable  Splithair ,  Knight,  and 
Citizen  of  London. 

Sir  Sol.  And  what  may  be  your  Profeffion,  Sir. 

Sir  Squ.  Sir,  I  profefs :  — —  troth ,  1  can  hardly  tell  you 
what  I  profefs  3  but  turning  of  Money  is  my  chief  bufinefs. 
Sir,  I’ll  make  a  Bargain  with  any  Man  in  the  City,  and  defy 
him  to  out-wit  me. - 1  have  been  too  (harp  for  every  bo¬ 

dy  I  have  dealt  with,  and  have  got  a  plentiful  Eftate  by  other 
Peoples  Folly,  and  my  own  Induftry.  Befide,  I  am  a  Mem¬ 
ber  of  the  Old  Eafl  India  Company  5  and  no  Man  alive  will 
ever  be  able  to  tell  what  I’m  worth. 

Sir  Sol.  Very  likely,  Sir. 

Sir  Squ.  Sir,  I  live  foberly,  and  mind  the  main  chance :  I 
never  fpend  an  idle  Penny  out  of  Robin  s,  or  Garraway  s  Cof- 
fee-houfe  :  I  Dine  for  a  Groat  at  the  Chop-houfe :  I  fell 
by  a  (hort  Yard,  and  bring  in  a  long  Bill. 

Sir  Sol.  Hah  !  you  are  rich,  no  doubt,  Sir. 

SirS^w.  Then,  Sir,  I  am  a  fevere  Perfecutor  of  ill  Women, 
and  never  let  any  of  ’em  Tcape  the  Beadle’s  Corre&ion,  with¬ 
out  a  valuable  confideration. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay,  ay,  you’re  much  in  the  right,  Sir  5  make  ’em 
pay  for  their  Wickednefs. 

Sir  Squ.  Then  I  difcountenance  the  Enemies  of  the  Go¬ 
vernment,  by  encouraging  them  firft  to  run  prohibited  Goods  5 
and  then  I  difeover  ’em,  to  (hew  my  Loyalty. 

Sir  Sol.  You’ll  be  a  Great  Man,  Sir. 

Sir  Squ.  Then,  Sir,  I  am  Guardian  to  my  only  Sifter  5  and 
tho’  (he  is  fix  Years  above  Age,  I  ftill  keep  her  Fortune  care¬ 
fully  in  my  own  hands,  for  fear  (lie  (hou’d  idly. throw  it  a- 
way  upon  fome  beggarly  young  Fellow:  Not  but  I  give  her 
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a  good  Gentlewomanly  Education  5  for  I  have  taught  her  fe- 
veral  Tunes,  my  felf,  upon  the  Dulcimer  $  and  to  fave  the 
charge  of  a  Singing  Matter,  I  let  her  go  once  a  Week,  with 
her  Maid,  in  the  Upper  Gallery,  to  learn  the  Songs  out  of 

the  Opera. 

Sir  Sol.  Good  again,  Sir  5  why,  this  will  certainly  carry  my 
Neice:  Thefe  are  Qualities  not  to  be  refitted.  But  now,  Sir, 
pray  what  are  you  willing  to  fettle  upon  her  ? 

Sir  Squ.  Settle,  Sir !  why  I’ll - -  look  you.  Sir,  I  don’t  un¬ 
derhand  your  Law-terms, and  hard  Words: - but  I’ll  make 

her  a  happy  Woman.  She  (hall  want  for  nothing  :  I’ll  fet¬ 
tle  a  good  Husband  upon  her  5  (he  (hall  have  Money  in  her 
Pocket,  and  good  Cloaths  upon  her  Back  5  (he  (hall  have  her 
youngeft  Prentice  in  a  Blue  Livery ,  carry  her  Gilt  Bible  be¬ 
fore  her  to  Church  every  Sundays  (he  (hall  wear  a  Gold  Chain 
upon  her  Neck,  and  fit  in  the  great  Pew  next  the  Pulpit* 

Sir  Sol.  Ay  ! 

Sir  Squ.  Nay,  Sir,  if  (he  pleafes  my  Humour,  (he  (hall  wear 
her  Sunday  Cloaths  every  day  5  go  abroad  once  a  Month  in 
a  Sedan  $  go  to  a  Gottiping  once  a  Quarter  5  and  once  a  Year 
(he  fhall  conftantly  Ly-in. 

Sir  Sol.  Hold !  hold  !  Sir,  that,  I’m  afraid,  is  more  than  you 
can  promife. 

Sir  Squ.  Sir,  what  I  fay  I’ll  ftand  to  5  and  if  you  doubt 
my  Word,  I’ll  give  you  City-fecurity  for  the  performance  of  it. 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  Sir,  what  you  can’t  perform,  there’s  no  doubt 

but  your  Security  will. -  Well,  Sir !  now  I  have  heard 

what  you  can  do. -  I  have  but  a  Word  or  two  with  this 

Gentleman,  and  then - 

Sir  Squ.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart  3  if  you  can  get  a  better 
Bargain,  take  it. 

Sir  Sol.  Well,  Sir !  now,  pray,  what  are  you  ? 

Saun.  I,  Sir!  —  ha,  ha!  I’m  nothing  at  all,  Sir. 

Sir  iSV?/.  Hah !  that  is  not  much  indeed,  Sir.  — —  But  pray, 
Sir,  have  you  no  Employment  ? 

Saun.  Employment !  What  do  you  mean,  Old  Gentleman, 
Joiner’s  Work? - -  Sir,  I’m  a  Gentleman. 

Sir  Sol.  Very  good,  Sir: - And  pray,  what  Eftate  have 

you  ? 

Saun.  I  can’t  tell,  Sir : - I  never  mind  Accounts  5  I  don’t 

underttand  ’em.  Sir 
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■  Sir  Sol.  Pray,  Sir,  what  is’t  you  do  underftand  > 

Saun.  Bite,  Bam,  and  the  beft  of  the  Lay,  old  Boy. 

Sir  Sol.  Hall!  that’s  every  word  more  than  1  underhand,. 
I  muft  confefs.  Do  you  know  nothing  of  the  Law,  Sir? 

Saun .  Um ! - juft  as  much  as  I  got  from  being  often 

Arrefted. 

Sir  Sol.  Do  you  follow  no  Bufinefs,  Sir  ? 

Saun .  No,  Sir,  I  hate  it  y — I  avoid  it. —  I’ll  make  Bufinefs 
follow  me 3  a  Gentleman’s  above  it. 

Sir  Sol.  Hah  !  you  feem  to  lead  a  pleafant  Life,  Sir. 

Santt.  Yes,  Sir,  Pleafure’s  my  Principle,  and  I’ll  flick  to  it 
as  long  as  I  live. 

Sirlft/.  Pray,  what’s  your  chief  Diverfion  ? 

Santt .  Sauntering  !  —  As  thus,  Sir,  from  my  Lodging  to  the 
Smirna ,  thence  to  Whites  3  then  to  the  Stnirna  again,  then 
to  White's  again  3  and  all  this  while,  my  Chair  follows  me 
empty.  Then  I  Dine,  drink  a  Bottle,  go  to  Will' s,  go  behind 
the  Scenes,  make  Love  in  the  Green-Room ,  take  a  Benefit  Tic¬ 
ket,  ferret  the  Boxes,  ftraddle  into  the  Pit  3  Green-Room  again, 
do  the  fame  at  both  Houfes,  and  ftay  at  neither. 

Sir  Sol.  Hah  !  a  pretty  Life  :  Do  you  never  ftudy,  Sir? 

Saun.  Um  —  in  a  Morning  a  little ,  while  my  Man  draws 
on  my  Shoes,  I  hum  over  a  Preface,  or  fo  :  Then  turn  to- 
the  Conclusion,  and  give  my  Judgment  accordingly. —  I  hate 
Fatigue  3  a  Gentleman  ftiou’d  only  have  a  tafte  of  every  thing.. 

Sir  Sol.  But  do  you  never  ftudy  your  felf,  neither? 

Saun.  O  yes,  Sir,  that  I  never  fail  to  do,  atleaft  three  hours 
in  a  Glafs,  every  Morning. 

Sir  Sol.  Provoking  Dog.  [Afide.’]  Well,  Sir,  and  what  o^ 
ther  powerful  Reafons  have  you,  to  encourage  my  Niece’s 
coming  into  your  Family  ? 

Saun.  Why,  none  fo  great,  Sir,  as  my  Family  it  felf  3  ’tis 
as  antient  as  any  in  England .  The  Saunterer' s,  Sir,  came  in 
with  King  Stephen  the  Conqueror.  And  a  Man  of  Honour, 
Sir,  always  values  a  good  Family  beyond  Fortune. 

Sir  6*^/.  Ay,  but  fome  Fools  don’t,  Sir  3  and  I  (hall  not  blufii 
to  tell  you,  I  am  one  of  thofe.  And  let  me  tell  you,  Sir,  he 
that  out-lives  his  Fortune,  will  have  much  ado  fometimes  to 
make  his  Family  own  him.  Poverty  at  Court,  Sir,  is  like  Wit 
in  the  City,  always  counted  illegitimate.  — -  Well,  Gentle¬ 
men, 
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men,  I  have  heard  you  all :  And  I  won’t  marry  ray  Kinfyvo- 
man  to  this  Gentleman,  becaufe  his  prudent  Confcience,  as  he 
calls  it,  will  let  him  fpend  but  a  Penny  a  Day :  Nor  to  this 
Gentleman,  becaufe,  as  far  as  I  find,  he  has  not  that  to  fpend: 
Nor  to  the  Noble  Captain  here,  becaufe  he  fpends  more  than 
he  has. 

Capt.  Why  then,  Sir,  I’ll  flick  to  my  Punch  and  a  Pipe  of 

hlundtingus. 

Sir  Squ.  And  as  for  Sir  Squabble  Splithair ,  — know.  Sir,  that 
now  I  won’t  take  under  a  Thoufand  Pound  more  with  your 
Neice$  and  fo  your  Friend,  and  Servant. 

Saun.  And  for  me,  Sir, - • 

Sir  Sol.  O  fweet  Mr.  Nothing-to-do  ! - 

Satin.  Know,  Sir,  that  the  Noble  Family  of  the  Saunterers 
fliall  never  beftain’d  with  the  bafe  Blood  of  a  Put,  Sir  3  and 
fo  your  Servant  again,  Sir.  £ Exeunt.~\ 

Sir  Sol.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  Well,  I  fee  there  are  other  Mon¬ 
gers  in  the  World  befide  Cuckolds,  and  full  as  ridiculous. 
But  now  to  my  own  Affairs.  I’ll  ftep  into  the  Park ,  and  fee 
if  I  can  meet  with  my  hopeful  Spoufe  there !  I  warrant,  en¬ 
gag’d  in  fome  innocent  Freedom,  (as  (he  calls  it,)  as  walking 
in  a  Mask,  to  laugh  at  the  impertinence  of  Fops  that  don’t 
know  her  ^  but  ’tis  more  likely,  I’m  afraid,  a  Plot  to  intrigue 
with  thofe  that  do.  Oh  !  How  many  Torments  lye  in  the 
fmail  Circle  of  a  Wedding  Ring.  [Exit.2 

The  End  of  the  Firfi  AT. 


ACT  II. 

S  C  E  N  E;  Clarindas  apartment. 

Enter  Clarinda,  and  Sylvia. 

(la.  T  TA  !  ha!  ha!  poor  Sylvia! 

I.  J.  Syl.  Nay,  prithee,  don’t  laugh  at  me.  There’s 
no  accounting  for  Inclination  :  For  if  there  were,  you  know, 
why  (hon’d  it  be  a  greater  Folly  in  me,  to  fall  in  love  with  a 
Man  I  never  faw  but  once  in  my  Life,  than  ’tis  in  you  to  re- 
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fift  an  honed  Gentleman,  whofe  Fidelity  has  deferv’d  your 
Heart  an  hundred  times  over  > 

Gar.  Ay  !  but  an  utter  Stranger,  Co  din,  and  one,  that  for 
ought  you  know,  may  be  no  Gentleman. 

Sylv.  That’s  impofiibley  his  Converfation*  cou’d  not  be 
counterfeit.  An  elevated  Wit,  and  good  Breeding,  have  a 
natural  Luftre  that’s  inimitable.  Befide  ,  he  fav’d  my  Life 
at  the  hazard  of  his  own  5  fo  that  part  of  what  I  give  him,., 
is  but  Gratitude. 

Gar.  Well !  you  are  the  fird  Woman  that  ever  took  fire  in 
the  middle  of  the  Thames ,  fure.  But  fuppofe  now  he’s  mar¬ 
ried,  and  has  three  or  four  Children  1 

Sylv.  Pfhah !  Prithee  don’t  teize  me  with  fo  many  ill  na- 
tur’d  Objections  3  I  tell  you,  he  is  not  married,  I  am  fure  he 
is  not  :  for  I  never  faw  a  Face  look  more  in  humour  in  my 
Life. —  Befide,  he  told  me  himfelf,  he  was  a  Country  Gentle¬ 
man,  juft  come  to  Town  upon  Buftnefs:  And  I’m  refoiv’d 
to  believe  him. 

Gar .  Well  1  well  l  I’ll  fuppofe  you  both  as  fit  for  one  ano¬ 
ther  then  as  a  couple  of  Tallies.  Bgt  ftili,  my  Dear,  you 
know  there’s  a  furly  old  Father’s  Command  againft  you  5  he., 
is  in  Articles  to  marry  you  to  another :  And  though,  I  know. 
Love  is  a  notable  Contriver,  I  can’t  fee  how  you’ll  get  over 
that  Difficulty. 

Sylv.  ATis  a  terrible  one,  I  own  5  but  with  a  little  of  thy 
aftiftanee,  dear  Garinda ,  I  am  ftili  in  hopes  to  bring  it  to  an 
ev’n  Wager  ,  I  prove  as  wife  as  my  Father. 

Gar.  Nay,  you  may  be  fure  of  me :  You  may  fee  by  the 
management  of  my  own  Amiours,  Lhave  fo  natural  a  com¬ 
panion  forDifobedience,I  (ha’n’t  be  able  to  refufe  you  any  thing 
in  Diftrefs. — There’s  my  Hand  ^ — tell  me  how  I  can  ferve  you. , 

Sylv.  Why  thus : - -  Becaufe  I  wou’d  not  wholly  difeo- 

ver  my  felf  to  him  at  once,  I  have  fent  him  a  Note  to  vifit  me  • 
here,  as  if  thefe  Lodgings  were  my  own. 

Gar.  Hither !  to  my  Lodgings !  ’Twas  well  I  fent  Coll . 
Startdfajl  word  I  [hon’d  not  be  at  home.  ,  [Ajide7\: 

Sylv.  I  hope  you’ll  pardon  my  Freedom  5  fince  one  end  of- 
my  taking  it  too,  was  to  have  your  Opinion  of  him,  before 
Lengage  any  farther. 

Gar.  O!  it  needs  no  Apology^  any  thing  of  mine  is  at- 

youer 
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your  Service.  - - I  am  only  afraid,  my  troublefom  Lover* 

Mr.  Clermont,  (hou’d  happen  to  fee  him,  who  is,  of  late,  fo 
impertinently  jealous  of  a  Rival,  tho’from  whatCaufe  I  know 

not  3  - not  but  I  lie  too.  \AfideC\  I  fay,  (hou’d  he  fee 

him  ,  your  Country  Gentleman  wou’d  be  in  danger,  I  can 
tell  you. 

Sylv.  O  !  there’s  no  fear  of  that  5  for  I  have  order’d  him 
to  be  brought  in  the  back-way:  When  I  have  talk’d  with 
him  a  little  alone ,  I’ll  find  an  occafion  to  leave  him  with 
you  5  and  then  we’ll  compare  our  Opinions  of  him. 

Enter  Servant  to  Clarinda. 

Serv.  Madam,  my  Lady  Sadlife. 

Sylv.  Pfhah  !  (he  here  ! 

CUr.  Don’t  be  uneafie^  (he  (han’t  difturb  you:  I’ll  take 
care  of  her. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife. 

La.  Sad.  O  my  Dears,  you  have  loft  the  fweeteft  Morning 
fure,  that  ever  peep’d  out  of  the  Firmament :  The  Park  ne¬ 
ver  was  in  fuch  Perfe&ion. 

Clar.  Tis  always  fo,  when  your  Ladyfhip’s  there. 

La.  Sad .  ’Tis  never  fo  without,  my  dear  Clarinda. 

Sylv .  How  civilly  we  Women  hate  one  another.  [Aj/deC] 
Was  there  a  good  deal  of  Company,  Madam  > 

La.  Sad.  Abundance!  and  the  beft  I  have  feen  this  Seafon: 
for  ’twas  between  Twelve  and  One,  the  very  hour,  you  know, 
when  the  Mob  are  violently  hungry.  O !  the  Air  was  fo  in- 
fpiring!  fo  amorous!  And  to  compleat  the  Pleafure,  I  was 
attack’d  in  Converfation ,  by  the  moft  charming ,  modeft , 
agreeably  infinuating  young  Fellow,  fure,  that  ever  W’oman 
play’d  the  fool  with.  ' 

Clar.  Who  was  it  ? 

La.  Sad.  Nay,  Heav’n  knows  5  his  Face  is  as  intirely  new, 
as  his  Converfation.  What  wretches  our  young  Fellows  are 
to  him  } 

Sylv.  What  fort  of  a  Perfon  ? 

La.  Sad.  Tall,  ftreight,  well  Limb’d,  walk’d  firm  3  and  a 
Look  as  chearful  as  a  May-day  Morning. 

Sylv.  The  Picture’s  very  like :  pray  Heav’n  it  is  not  my  Gen¬ 
tleman’s.  .  .  {ApdeC\ 

Clar.  I  wifti  this  don’t  prove  my  Collonel.  L4Me'l 
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Syl.  How  came  you  to  part  with' him  fo  foon> 

L.  Sad .  O  Name  it  not!  That  eternal  Damper  of  all  Plea- 
fure,  my  Husband  Sir  Solomon,  came  into  the  Mai  in  the  ve¬ 
ry  Crifis  of  our  Converfation - 1  faw  him  at  a  diftance,  and 

complain'd  that  the  Air  grew  tainted,  that  I  was  Sick  oth* 
fuddain,  and  left  him  in  fuch  abruptnefs  and  confufion,  as  if 
he  had  been  himfelf  my  Husband.  „  . 

Clar.  A  melancholy  Difappointment  indeed! 

L.  Sad .  Oh !  ’tis  a  Husband’s  Nature  to  give  'em. 

A  Servant  whifyers  Sjl  via . 

Syl.  Defire  him  to  walk  in - Coufin  you'll  be  at  hand. 

Clar.  In  the  next  Room - Come,  Madam,  Sylvia  has  a 

little  Bufinefs,  I'll  (hew  you  fome  of  the  fweeteft,  prettieft  fi¬ 
gur’d  China. 

L.  Sad .  My  Dear  I  wait  on  you.  [Exeunt  L.  Sad.  and  Clarr 
Enter  Atall,  as  Mr.  Freeman. 

Syl.  You  find,  Sir,  I  have  kept  my  word  in  feeing  you,  ’tis 
all  you  yet  have  ask’d  of  me,  and  when  I  know  'tis  in  my 
Power  to  be  more  obliging,  there’s  nothing  you  can  command 
in  Honour,  I  (hall  refufe  you. 

At.  This  Generous  offer,  Madam,  is  fo  high  an  Obligati¬ 
on,  that  it  were  almoft  mean  in  me  to  ask  a  farther  Favour 
(Death !  what  a  Neck  (he  has.)  But  ’tis  a  Lover’s  Merit  to  be 
a  Mifer  in  his  Wifties,  and  grafp  at  all  Occafions  to  enrich 

’em - 1  own,  I  feel  your  Charms  too  fenfibly  prevail,  but 

dare  not  give  a  loofe  to  my  Ambitious  Thoughts,  ’till  I  have 
pafs’d  one  dreadful  Doubt  that  (bakes  ’em. 

Syl.  If  ’tis  in  my  Power  to  clear  it,  ask  me  freely. 

At.  I  tremble  at  the  Trial  5  and  yet  methinks  my  fears  are 
vain :  But  yet  to  kill  or  cure  ’em  once  for  ever,  be  juft  and  tell 
me  $  are  you  Married  ? 

Syl.  If  that  can  make  you  Eafy,  No. 

At.  ’TisEafe  indeed - nor  are  you  Promis’d,  nor  your 

Heart  Engag’d  ? 

Syl.  That’s  hard  to  tell  you :  But  to  be  juft,  I  own  my  Fa¬ 
ther  has  engag’d  my  Perfon  to  one  I  never  faw,  and  my  Heart 
\  fear’s  inclining  to  one  he  never  faw. 

At.  O  yet  be  merciful,  and  eafe  my  Doubt  ^  tell  me  the  % 
happy  Man  that  has  deferv’d  fo  exquifite  a  Bleffing. 

Syl.  That,  Sir,  requires  fome  paufe'j  ’tis  the  only  fecret 
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yet  I  can  refufe  you  :  Firft  tell  me  why  you’re  fo  inquifitive, 
without  letting  me  know  the  Condition  of  your  own  Heart. 

At.  In  every  Circumftance  my  Heart’s  the  fame  with  yours  5 
’tis  promis’d  to  one  I  never  faw,  by  a  commanding  Father, 
who  by  my  firm  Hopes  of  Happinefs  I  am  refolv’d  to  Difo- 
bey  5  unlefs  your  Cruelty  prevents  it. 

Syl.  But  my  Difobedience  wou:d  beggar  me. 

At.  Banifh  that  fear,  I’m  Heir  to  a  Fortune,  will  fupport 
you  like  your  felf - May  I  not  know  your  Family? 

Syl.  Yet  you  muft  not. 

At.  Why  that  Nicety  5  is.not  it  in  my  Power  to  inquire 
whofe  Houfe  this  is,  when  I  am  gone? 

Syl.  And  be  ne’er  thewifer:  Thefe  Lodgings  are  a  Friends, 
and  are  only  borrowed  on  this  oceafion :  But  to  fave  you  the 
trouble,  of  any  farther  needlefs  Queftions,  I  will  make  you 
one  Propofal.  I  have  a  young  Lady  here  within,  who  is  the 
only  Confident  of  my  Engagements  to  you:  On  her  Opinion 
l  rely  ^  nor  can  you  take  it  ill,  if  l  make  no  farther  fteps  with¬ 
out  it:  Twou’d  bemiferable  indeed  (hou’d  we  both  meet  Beg¬ 
gars.  I  own  your  Actions  and  Appearance  merit  all  you  can 
defire  5  let  her  be  as  well  fatisfy’d  of  your  Pretenfions  and  Con¬ 
dition,  and  you  (hall  find  it  (han’t  be  a  little  Fortune  (hall 
make  me  ungrateful. 

At.  So  generous  an  Offer  ev’n  exceeds  my  Hopes.  ' 

Syl.  Who’s  there? 

Enter  Servant . 

Defire  my  Coufin  Clarinda  to  walk  in. 

At.  Ha!  Clarinda!  If  it  (hou’d  be  my  Clarinda  now,  I’m 

in  a  fweet  Condition - by  all  that’s  Terrible  the  very  She  3 

this  was  finely  contriv’d  of  Fortune. 

Enter  Clarinda, 

CUr.  Defend  me !  Coll.  Standfafi  !  She  has  certainly  difco- 
ver’d  my  Affair  with  him,  and  has  a  mind  to  infult  me  by  an 

affc&ed  Refignation  of  her  Pretenfions  to  him - I’ll  dif- 

appoint  her,  I  won’t  know  him. 

Syl.  Coufin  pray  come  forward  ^  this  is  the  Gentleman  I  am 

fomuch  obliged  to - Sir,  this  Lady  is  a  Relation  of  mine, 

and  the  Perfon  we  were  fpeaking  of. 

v/  At.  I  (hall  be  proud,  Madam,  to  be  better  known  among 
any  of  your  Friends,  [Salutes  her. 

1  »£.'  ■>  Clar ,  * 
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CUr.  Soh !  he  takes  the  hint  I  fee,  and  Teems  not  to  know 

me  neither:  I  know  not  what  to  think — - perhaps  (he’s 

only  Jealous  of  him,  and  had  a  mind  that  my  Teeing  her  En¬ 
gagement  with  him,  Ihould  occafion  a  breach  between  him 

and  me - 1  am  confounded  !  I  hate  both  him  and  her, 

how  unconcern’d  he  looks !  Confufion  !  he  Addreffes  her  be¬ 
fore  my  Face.  _  [ AJide . 

Lady  Sad  life  peeping  in. 

L.  Sad.  What  do  I  Tee ?  The  pieafant  young  Fellow  that 
talkt  with  me  in  t Par%  juft  now !  This  is  the  luckieft  Acci¬ 
dent  !  I  muft  know  a  little  more  of  him.  [Retires. 

Syl.  Coufin,  and  Mr.  Freeman - —I  think  I  need  not 

make  any  Apology - you  both  know  the  occafion  of  my 

leaving  you  together - : — in  a  Quarter  of  an  Hour  I’ll  wait 

on  you  again.  [Exit  Syl. 

At.  So,  Fm  in  a  hopeful  way  now,  Faith  $  but  Buffs  the 
word:  Til  ftand  it. 

CUr.  Mr.  Freeman !  So  my  Gentleman  has  chang’d  his  Name 

too  !  How  harmlefs  he  looks- - 1  have  my  Senfes  fure, 

and  yet  the  Demurenefs  of  that  Face,  looks  as  if  he  had  a 
mind  to  perfuade  me  out  of  ’em.  I  cou’d  find  in  my  Heart  to 

humour  his  Affurance,  and  Tee  how  far  he’ll  carry  it - * 

won’t  you  pleafe  to  Sit,  Sir  ?  [They  Sit. 

At.  What  the  Devil  can  this  mean? - fure  ftie  has 

a  mind  to  Counterface  me,  and  not  know  me  too - 

with  all  my  Heart:  If  her  Ladyfhip  won’t  know  me,  I’m  Ture 
’tis  nor  my  bufinefs  at  this  time  to  know  her., 

CUr.  Certainly  that  Face  is  Cannon  Proof.  [AJide. 

At.  Now  for  a  formal  Speech,  as  if  Iliad  never  Teen  her 
in  my  Life  before- — Madam — a  hem !  Madam  I — a  hem  1 

CUr.  Curfe  of  that  fteddy  Face.  [ Afide. 

At.  I  fay.  Madam,  fince  I  am  an  utter  Stranger  to  you,  I 
am  afraid  it  will  be  very  difficult  for  me  to  offer  you  more  Ar¬ 
guments  than  one  to  do  me  a  Friendftiip  with  your  Coufin} 
but  if  you  are,  as  (lie  Teems  to  own  you,  her  real  Friend;  I 
prefume  you  can’t  give  her  a  better  Proof  of  your  being  To, 
than  in  pleading  the  Caufe  of  a  fincere  and  humble  Lover, 
whofe  tender  Withes  never  can  propofe  to  tafte  of  Peace  in 
Life  without  her. 

CUr.  Hmh ! - -I’m  choakt.  x  [AJide. 

I  D  2  *  At. 
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At.  She  gave  me  Hopes,  that  when  I  had  fatisfyed  you  of 
my  Birth  and  Fortune,  you  wou’d  do  me  the  Honour  to  let  me 
know  her  Name  and  Family. 

Clar.  Sir,  I  mud  own  you  are  the  moft  perfect  Matter  of 
your  Art,  that  ever  enter’d  the  Lifts  of  Aflurance. 

At.  Madam! 

Clar.  And  I  don’t  doubt  but  you  will  find  it  a  much  eafier 
task  to  impofe  upon  my  Coufin,  than  me. 

At.  Impofe,  Madam !  I  fhou’d  be  forry  any  thing  I  have 
faid  cou’d  difoblige  you  into  fuch  hard  Thoughts  of  me:  Sure, 
Madam,  you  are  under  fome  mifinformation. 

CUr .  I  was  indeed,  but  now  my  Eyes  are  open - for  till 

this  Minute  I  never  knew  that  the  Gay  Coll.  Standfaft ,  was  the 
Demure  Mr.  Free  wan. 

At.  Coll.  Standfaft !  This  is  extremely  dark,  Madam. 

Clar.  This  Jett  is  tedious,  Sir - Impudence  grows  dull, 

when  ’tis  fo  very  Extravagant. 

At.  Madam,  I  am  a  Gentleman- - but  not  yet  wife  enough 

I  find  to  account  for  the  Humours  of  a  fine  Lady. 

CUr.  Troth,  Sir,  on  fecond  Thoughts  I  begin  to  be  a  little 
better  reconcil’d  to  your  Aflurance  5  ’tis  in  fome  fort  Modefty 
to  deny  your  felf  ^  for  to  own  your  Perjuries  to  my  Face,  had 
been  an  Infolence  tranfcendently  provoking. 

At.  Really,  Madam,  my  not  being  able  to  Apprehend  one 
word  ojj  all  this,  is  a  great  inconvenience  to  my  Affair  with 
your  Coufin :  But  if  you  will  firft  do  me  the  Honour  to  make 
me  acquainted  with  her  Name  and  Family  5  I  don’t  much  care 
if  I  do  take  a  little  pains  afterwards  to  come  to  a  right  under- 
ftanding  with  you. 

CUr.  Come!  come!  fince  you  fee  this  Aflurance  will  do  you 
no  good,  you  had  better  put  on  a  Ample  honeft  look,  and  ge- 
neroufly  confefs  your  Frailties :  The  fame  flynefs  that  deceiv’d 
me  firft,  will  ftill  find  me  Woman  enough  to  pardon  you. 

At.  That  bite  won’t  do.  [ Aftde.']  Sure,  Madam,  you  mi- 
ftake  me  for  fome  other  Perfon  ! 

CUr.  Infolent !  Audacious  Villain !  I  am  not  to  have  my 
Senfes  then ! 

j*-  No !  -  lAfide. 

CUr.  And  you  are  refolved  toftand  it  to  the  laft! 

At.  The  laft  Extremity,  j  {^Afide. 

1 Clar » 
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Clar .  Well,  Sir,  fince  you  won’t  know  yourfelf,  ’cis  pofii- 
ble  at  leaft  you  may  have  fome  fmall  Acquaintance  with  the 
Perfon  I  take  you  for :  It  can  do  you  no  harm,  I  prefume,  to 
own  you  know  Collonel  Standfaft . 

At.  By  all  that’s  binding  I  know  no  more  of  him,  than  you 
know  of  me. 

Clar.  If  you  know  as  much  ’tis  enough. 

At.  Never  faw  or  heard  of  any  fuch  Perfon,  fince  I  was 
born. 

Clar.  Nay !  that’s  hard !  And  I  muft  tell  you,  Sir,  fince  you 
will  own  nothing  to  me.  I’ll  own  fomething  to  my  Coufin  for 
you :  I’ll  take  care  (he  (hall  know  you  perfe&ly. 

At.  Be  not  fo  barbarous,  Madam,  without  a  caufe  to  mif- 
reprefent  me,  where  my  Soul  mole  Languiflies  to  be  clearly 
known :  Upon  my  Knees  I  beg  you  do  not  in  a  ra(h  Error  of 
my  Perfon  fo  Apparent,  blindly  ruine  me  with  the  only  Crea¬ 
ture  in  whom  my  humble  Heart  has  treafur’d  up  its  future 
hopes  of  Happinefs. 

Clar.  Poor  little  Malice,  you  think  this  ftings  me  now  5  but 

you  (hall  find - I’m  not  fo  little  Miftrefs  of  my  Heart,  but  I 

can  ftill  recall  it - and  fince  you  are  fo  much  a  ftranger  to 

Coll.  Standfaft ,  I’ll  tell  you  where  to  find  him,  and  tell  him 
this  from  me  5  I  hate  him,  fcorn,  deteft,  and  loath  him :  I 
never  meant  him  but  at  beft  for  my  Diverfion,  and  (hou’d  he 
ever  renew  his  dull  Addrefles  to  me,  I’ll  have  him  us’d  as  his 
vain  Infolence  deferves.  Now,  Sir,  I  have  no  more  to  fay, 
and  I  defire  you  wou’d  leave  theHoufe  immediately. 

At.  I  wou’d  not  willingly  difoblige  you.  Madam,  but  ’tis 
impofiible  to  ftir  till  I  have  feen  your  Coufin,  and  clear’d  my 
felf  of  thefe  ftrange  Afperfions. 

Clar.  Don’t  flatter  your  felf,  Sir,  with  fo  vain  a  hope,  for 
I  muft  tell  you  once  for  all,  you’ve  feen  the  laft  of  her:  And 
if  you  won’t  be  gone,  you’ll  oblige  me  to  have  you  forc’d  away. 

At.  I’ll  be  even  with  you.  -  \Afidt. 

Well,  Madam,  fince  I  find  nothing  can  prevail  upon  your 
cruelty,  I’ll  take  my  leave :  But  as  you  hope  for  Juftice  on  the 
Man  that  wrongs  you,  at  leaft  be  faithful  to  your  lovely 
Friend.  And  when  you  have  nam’d  to  her  my  utmoft  Guilt, 
yet  paint  my  Paffion  as  it  is,  fincere.  Tell  her  what  Tortures 
I  endur’d  in  this  fevere  Exclufion  from  her  fight,  that  till  my 

Innocence 
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Innocence  is  dear  to  her,  and  (he  again  receives  me  into  Mercy, 
A  mad  Man’s  Frenzy’s  Heav’n  to  what  I  feel  $ 

The  Wounds  you  give,  ’tisfhe  alone  can  Heal.  [Exit. 

Gar.  Moft  abandon’d  Impudence !  And  yet  I  know  not  which 
vexes  me  moft,  his  outfacing  my  Senfes,  or  his  infolent  own¬ 
ing  hisPaffion  for  my  Coufin  to  my  Face:  ’Tis  impofiible  fhe 
cou'd  put  him  upon  this,  it  muft  be  all  his  own,  but  be  it  as  it 
will,  by  all  that’s  Woman  I’ll  have  Revenge.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Atall  and  Sadlife  at  the  other  fide. 

At.  Hey  day  1  is  there  no  way  down  Stairs  here?  Death  I 
I  can’t  find  my  way  out !  This  is  the  oddeft  Houfe. 

L.  Sad.  Here  he  is - —I’ll  venture  to  pafs  by  him. 

At.  Pray,  Madam,  which  is  the  neareft  way  out? 

L.  Sad.  Sir!  out - a' - 

At.  O  my  Stars!  is’t  you,  Madam?  This  is  Fortunate  in¬ 
deed - 1  beg  you  tell  me,  do  you  live  here,  Madam  ? 

L.  Sad .  Not  very  far  off'.  Sir:  But  this  is  no  place  to  talk 
with  you  alone - indeed  I  muft  beg  your  Pardon. 

At.  By  all  thofe  kindling  Charms  that  fire  my  Soul,  noCon- 
fequence  on  Earth  (hall  make  me  quit  my  hold,  till  you’ve  gi¬ 
ven  me  fome  kind  Affurance  that  I  (hall  fee  you  again,  and 
fpeedily :  I  gad  I’ll  have  one  out  of  the  Family  at  leaft. 

L.  Sad.  O  good,  here’s  Company  ? 

At.  O  do  not  rack  me  with  delays,  but  quick,  before  this 
dear  (hortliv’d  opportunity’s  loft,  inform  me  where  you  live, 
or  kill  me :  To  part  with  this  foft  white  Hand’s  ten  thoufand 
Daggers  to  my  Heart.  [Kijfing  it  eagerly . 

L.  Sad.  O  lud!  I  am  going  home  this  minute:  And  if  you 

fhou’d  offer  to  dog  my  Chair,  I  proteft  I - was  ever  fuch 

Ufage - .  Lord - fure !  oh - Follow  me  down 

then.  Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Clarinda,  and  Sylvia. 

'Syl.  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  ! 

Clar.  Nay,  you  may  laugh,  Madam,  but  what  I  tell  you  is 
true. 

Syl.  Ha  !  ha  l  ha  ! 

Gar.  You  don’t  believe  me  then. 

Syl.  I  do  believe,  that  when  fome  WTomen  are  inclin’d  to 
like  a  Man,  nothing  more  palpably  difeovers  it,  than  their 
railing  at  him^  ha!  ha!  — Your  Pardon, Coufin  5  you  know  you 
laugh’d  at  me  juft  now  upon  the  fame  occafion.  Gar. 
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Clar.  TheOccaGon’s  quite  different;  Madam  5  I  hate  him- 
And,  once  more  I  tell  you,  he’s  a  Villain  5  you’re  impos’d  on. 
He’s  a  Collonel  of  Foot,  his  Regiment’s  now  inJSpaitt,  and  his 
Name’s  Standfajl.  * 

Sj/l.  But  pray,  good  Coufin,  whence  had  you  this  Intelli¬ 
gence  ?  of  him  ?  * 

Clar .  From  the  fame  place  that  you  had  your  falfe  Ac¬ 
count,  Madam,  his  own  Mouth. 

Sjl.  Ay  !  pray  when  ! 

Clar.  This  Day  feven-night. 

Sjl.  Where  ? 

Clar.  In  the  next  Room. 

Sjl.  How  Came  you  to  fee  him  there  ? 

Clar.  Becaufe  there  was  Company  in  this. 

.  Sjl.  What  was  his  bufinefs  with  you? 

Clar.  Much  about  the  fame,  as  his  bufinefs  with  you— Love, 

Sjl.  Love  !  to  you  ! 

Clar.  Me,  Madam!  Lord!  What  am  I?  Old !  or  a  Monft  er  1 
Is  it  fo  prodigious,  that  a  Man  fliou’d  like  me  ? 

Sjl.  No !  but  I’m  amaz’d  to  think,  if  he  had  lik’d  you,  he 
(hou’d  leave  you  fo  foon,  for  me  ! 

Clar.  For  you!  leave  me!  For  you  !  No,  Madam,  I  did 
not  tell  you  that  neither !  Ha  !  ha  ! 

Sjl.  No!  What  made  you  fo  violently  angry  with  him  then? 
Indeed,  Coufin,  you  had  better  take  fome  other  fairer  way  5 
this  Artifice  is  much  too  weak  to  make  me  break  with  him. 
But,  however,  to  let  you  fee  lean  be  ftill  a  Friend 5  prove  him 
to  be,  what  you  fay  he  is,  and  my  Engagements  with  him 
(hall  foon  be  over. 

Clar.  Look  you,  Madam,  not  but  I  flight  the  tend’refi:  of  his 
Addreffes :  but,  to  convince  you,  that  my  Vanity  was  not  mi- 
ftaken  in  him,  I’ll  write  to  him  by  the  Name  of  Collonel  Stand - 
fafl,  and  do  you  the  fame  by  that  of  Freeman^  and  let’s  each 
appoint  him  to  meet  us  at  my  Lady  Sadlife  s  at  the  fame  time : 
if  thefe  appear  two  different  Men,  I  think  our  Difpute’s  eafily 
at  an  end  5  if  but  one,  and  he  does  not  own  all  I’ve  faid  of 
him  to  your  Face  $  I’ll  make  you  a  very  humble  Curtfie,  and 
beg  your  Pardon. 

Sjl.  And  if  he  does  own  it ,  I’ll  make  your  Lady  (hip  the 
fame  Reverence,  and  beg  yours. 


Enter 
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Enter  Clerimont. 

Clar.  Pdiah  !  he  here ! 

Cler.  I  am  glad  to  find  you  in  fuch  good  Company,  Madam. 

Clar.  One’s  feldorn  long  in  good  Company,  Sir. 

Cler.  I  am  forry  Men  has  been  fo  troublefome,  of  late  5  but 
I  value  your  Eafe  at  too  high  a  rate,  to  didurb  it. 

Syl.  Nay,  Mr.  Clerimont ,  upon  my  word,  you  {ha  n’t  dir. 
Hark  you - [ Whijper/.]  Your  Pardon,  Coufin. 

Clar.  I  mud  notlofehim  neither.  — Mr.  Clerimont'  sway,  is 
to  be  fevere  in  his  Condru&ion  of  Peoples  meaning. 

SyU  I’ll  write  my  Letter,  and  be  with  you,  Coufin.  [£*.] 

Cler.  It  was  always  my  Principle,  Madam,  to  have  an  hum¬ 
ble  Opinion  of  my  Merits  when  a  Woman  of  fenfe  frowns- 
upon  me,  I  ought  to  think  I  deferve  it. 

Clar.  But  to  expert  to  be  always  receiv’d  with  a  Smile,  I 
think,  is  having  a  very  extraordinary  Opinion  of  one’s  Merit. 

Cler.  We  differ  a  little  as  to  FadjMadam:  For  thefe  ten  Days 
pad,  I  have  had  no  Didinttion ,  but  a  fevere  Referv’dnefs. 
You  did  not  ufe  to  be  fo  fparing  of  your  good  Humours  and 
while  I  fee  you  Gay  to  all  the  World  but  me,  I  can’t  but  be 
a  little  concern’d  at  the  Change. 

Clar.  If  he  has  difcover’d  the  Collonel  now.  I’m  undone ! 

he  cou’d  not  meet  him,  fure. - 1  mud  humour  him  a  little 

[AftdeC]  Men  of  your  fincere  Temper,  Mr.  Clerimont ,  I  own, 
don’t  always  meet  with  thellfage  they  deferve:  but  Women 
are  giddy  things  s  and  had  we  no  Errors  to  anfwer  for,  the 
life  of  Good  Nature  in  a  Lover  wou’d  be  lod.  Vanity  is  our 
inherent  Weaknefs:  You  mud  not  chide,  if  we  are  feme- 
times  fonder  of  your  Padions,  than  your  Prudence. 

Cler.  This  friendly  Condefcention  makes  me  more  your 
Slave  than  ever.  O !  yet  be  kind,  and  tell  me,  Have  I  been 
tortur’d  with  a  groundlefs  Jealoufie  ?  \ 

Clar.  Let  your  own  Heart  be  Judge. - But  don’t  take  it  ill 

if  Ileave  you  now: - 1  fiave  fome  earned bufinefs  with  my 

Coufin  Sylvia.  - - But  to  night,  at  my  Lady  Dainty's ,  I’ll  make 

you  amends  s  you’ll  be  there. 

Cler.  I  need  not  promife  you. 

Clar .  Your  Servant. - Ah  !  How  eafily  is  poor  Sincerity 

impos’d  on.  Now  for  the  Collonel.  [AfideC]  [Exit!} 
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Cler.  This  unexpe&ed  change  of  Humour  more  (firs  my  Jea~ 
loufie  than  all  her  late  Severity.— — I’ll  watch  her  clofe. 

For  fie  that  from  a  juft  Reproach  is  find, 

Gives  more  fttfpicion  of  her  guilty  Mind , 

And  throve s  her  Smiles,  lifi  Duft ,  to  ftrifi  the  Lover  blind . 


ACT  III. 

S  C  E  N  Ej  Lady  Dainty  V  Apartment  ■:  A  Table  >  with 
Viols y  Gallipots y  Glaffes ,  8cc. 

X 

Lady  Dainty,  and  Situp  her  Woman , 

L.  D.  (Fit up  !  Situp  ! 

O  Sit.  Madam  I 

L.  D.  Thou  art  ftrangely  flow  5  I  told  thee  the  Hartftjorn  / 

I  have  the  Vapours  to  that  degree— - 

Sit.  If  your Ladyftiip  wou’d  take  my  Advice,  you  fhou'd 
cv’n  fling  your  Phyfick  out  of  the  Window  5  if  you  were  not 
in  perfeS  Health  in  three  Days,  I’d  be  bound  to  be  lick  for  you. 
L. D.  Peace,  good  Impertinence  !  I  tell  thee,  no  Woman  of 

Quality  is,  or  fhou’d  be  in  perfect  Health.  — - Huh!  huh  ! 

[Coughs faintly."]  To  be  always  in  Health,  is  as  vulgar  as  to  be 
always  in  Humour,  and  wou’d  equally  betray  one’s  want  of 
Wit, and  Breeding  5  ’tis  only  fit  for  the  clumfie  ftate  of  a  Citizen. 

- — I  am  ready  to  faint  under  the  very  Idea  of  fuch  a  barbarous 

Life. - -  Where  are  the  Fellows  ? 

Sit.  Here,  Madam. -  [Enter  two  Footmen .] 

L.  D.  Ceefar!  —run  to  my  Lady  Roundftdes  $  defire  to  know 
how  (he  refted  5  and  tell  her,  the  violence  of  my  Cold  is  a- 
bated :  Heh !  huh  !  Pompey ,  Step  you  to  my  Lady  Kill  chair¬ 
mans  5  give  my  Service  $  fay,  I  haye  been  fioembarrafis’d  with 
the  Spleen  all  this  Morning,  thatT  am  under  the  greateft  Un¬ 
certainty  in  the  World,  whether  I  (hall  be  able  to  ftirout,  or 
no.  —  And,  d’ye  hear !  defire  to  know  how  my  Lord  does, 

and  the  new  Monkey. -  .  [Exit.] 

Sit.  In  my  Confidence,  thefie  great  Ladies  make  themfielves 
fick  to  make  themfelves  bufinefis^  and  are  well,  or  ill,  only  in 
Ceremony  to  one  another.  \ Afide.] 

"  L.  D; 
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L.  D.  Where’s  t’other  Fellow? 

Sit.  He  is  not  return’d  yet,  Madam. 

L.  D.  Tis  indeed  a  ftrange  Lump,  not  fit  to  carry  a  Difeafe 
to  any  body  :  I  fent  him  t’other  Day  to  the  Dutchefs  of  Diet- 
drink\  with  the  Cholic^ /  and  the  Brute  put  it  into  his  own  Tra¬ 
montane  Language,  and  call’d  it  the  Belly- Ach  3  —  Never  was 
Creature  under  fuch  Confufion,  fure !  At  my  next  Vifit,  half  the 
Company  faluted  me  upon  it. «■—  I  was  forc’d  to  explain  the 
Booby’s  meaning,  left  they  fhou’d  have  fuppos’d  the  delicacy 
of  my  Constitution  capable  of  fo  vulgar  a  Difeafe  :  —  A  huh  ! 
huh ! 

Sit.  I  wifh  your  Ladyftiip  had  not  occafion  to  fend  for  any, 
for  my  part.  - - - 

L.  D.  Thy  part! —  Prethee!  thou  wert  made  of  the  rough 
Mafculine  kind  5  — ’tis  betraying  our  Sex  not  to  be  Sickly,  and 
tender.  — •  All  the  Families  I  vifit,  have  fomething  deriv’d  to 
'em,  from  the  elegant  nice  ftate  of  Indifpofition  3  you  fee,  ev’n 
in  the  Men,  a  genteel  (as  it  were)  ftagger,  or  twine  of  the  Bo 
dies  3  as  if  they  were  not  yet  confirm’d  enough  for  the  rough 
laborious  Exercife  of  Walking ,  a  lazy  Saunter  in  their  Mo¬ 
tion,  fomething  fo  Quality  !  and  their  Voices  fo  foft,  and  low; 
you’d  think  they  were  falling  afleep,  they  are  fo  very  delicate. 

Sit.  But  methinks,  Madam,  it  wou’d  be  better,  if  the  Mer 
vyere  not  altogether  fo  tender. 

L.  D.  Indeed,  I  have  fometimes  wifh’d  the  Creatures  were 
hot,  but  that  the  nicenefs  of  their  Frame  fo  muchdiftinguiShes 
’em  from  the  Herd  of  common  People  :  Nay,  ev’n  moft  of 
their  Difeafes,  yon  fee,  are  not  prophan’d  by  the  Crowd: 
The  Apoplexy,  the  Gout ,  and  Vapours ,  are  all  peculiar  to  the 
Nobility.  —  Huh  !  huh !  and  I  cou’d  almoft  wi(h,  that  Colds 
were  only  ours  3  — there’s  fomething  in  ’em  fo  genteel,  — 
fo  agreeably  disordering. - Huh  !  huh  ! 

Sit.  That,  I  hope,  I  (hall  never  be  fit  for  ’em. - -  Your 

Lady  Ship  forgot  the  Spleen. 

L.  D.  Oh  !  —  my  dear  Spleen, — I  grudge  That  ev’n  to  fome 
©f  Us. 

Sit.  I  knew  an  Ironmonger’s  Wife  in  the  City,  that  was 
mightily  troubled  with  it. 

L.  D.  Fob  !  What  a  Creature  baft  thou  nam’d  ?  An  Iron¬ 
monger’s  Wife  have  the  Spleen  !  Thou  mightft  as  well  have 
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laid, her  Husband  was  a  fine  Gentleman  ^  not  but  thofe  Wretches 
give  themfelves  the  Air  of  following  us  in  every  thing,  they 
Drefs,  G3tne,  Vifit,  hate  their  Husbands,  keep  Chaplains,  and 
go  on,  as  far  as  fimple  Nature  can:  But  then  the  Creatures 
are  fo  fond  of  Noife,  and  Merry- making,  that  the  delicacy 
of  the  Spleen  can’t  bear  their  Barbarity  $  and,  therefore,  never 

does  ’em  the  honour  to  vifit  ’em.  I  pipfefs  * - - I  feel  it, 

while  I  commend  it. - Give  me  foniethiiig. 

Sit.  Will  your  Ladyftiip  pleafe  to  take  any  of  the  Steel  Drops, 
or  the  Bolus ,  or  the  Ele&uary,  or - - 

L.  D.  This  Wench  will  fmother  me  with  Queftions, - - 

huh  !  huh !  Bring  any  of  ’em. - Thefe  healthy  Sluts  are  fo 

boifterous,  they  fplit  one’s  Brains :  I  fancy  my  felf  in  an  Inn, 

while  (he  talks  to  me. - 1  muft  have  fome  decay’d  Per- 

fon  of  Quality  about  me  :  For  the  Commons  of  England  are 
the  ftrangeft  Creatures, - huh!  huh! 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Mrs.  Sylvia ,  Madam, is  come  to  wait  upon  your  Lady(hip* 

L.  D.  Defire  her  to  walk  in  5 - let  the  Phyfick  alone  y— 

I’ll  take  a  little  of  her  Company  3  (he’s  mighty  good  for  the 
Spleen .  \  V 

Enter  Sylvia. 

Syl.  Dear  Lady  'Dainty  ! 

L.  D.  My  good  Creature,  I’m  over- joy’d  to  fee  you - ■ 

Huh !  huh ! 

Syl.  I  am  forry  to  fee  your  Ladyftiip  wrapt  up  thus :  I  was 
in  hopes  to  have  had  your  company  to  the  Indian  Houfe. 

L.  D .  If  any  thing  cou’d  tempt  me  abroad,  ’twou’d  be  that 
Place,  and  fuch  agreeable  Company  :  but  how  came  you,  dear 
Sylvia,  to  be  reconcil’d  to  any  thing  in  an  India  HouCe :  You 
us’d  to  have  a  mod  barbarous  inclination  for  our  own  odious 
Manufactures. 

Syl.  Nay,  Madam,  I  am  only  going  to  recruit  my  Tea  Table  : 
As  to  the  reft  of  their  Trumpery,  I  am  as  much  out  of  hu¬ 
mour  with  it  as  ever. 

L.  D.  How  can  a  Woman  of  Tafte,  as  you  are,  be  pleas'd 
with  any  thing  that’s  common  :  There  is  a  peculiar  Air  in 
every  thing  that’s  foreign. 

Syl.  I  fancy  your  Ladyftiip  hates  your  own  Country,  as  fomc 
Women  do  their  Husbands,  only  for  being  too  near  ’em.' 

E  2  L.  D. 
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L.  D.  And  is  not  that  a  very  good  Reafon?  For,  don't 
you  find,  it  holds  from  mod  Husbands  to  their  Wives  too: 

I  hate  any  thing  that’s  to  be  had,. like  a  Pound  of  Sugar  at 
every  Grocer’s :  Lam  ready  to.fwoon  at  the  fulfom  Shops 
upon  Ludgat e-hill  5  and  wou’d  no  more  have  my  Equipage  in 
an  Englijh  Drefs,  than  of  an  Englijf?  Birth,  or  Education. 

Syl.  Now,  I  think,  our  own  Habits,  and  Servants,  are  as 
proper  and  ufeful  as  any. , 

L.D.  Ufeful!  O  deplorable!  What  aTrade’s-man  Rea- 
fon,  my  Dear,  do  you  give  !  How  infipid  wou’d  Life  be,  if 
we  had  nothing  about  us  but  what  was  neceflary  ?  Can  you 
fuppofe  fo,  many  Women  of  Quality  wou’d  run  mad  after 
Monkeys,  Squirrels,  Paroqueets,  Dutch  Dogs,  and  Eunuchs, 
but  that  they  are  of  no  manner  of  ufe  in  the  World  > 

Syl:  Now,  for  that  Reafon,  I  like  none  of ’em  all: 

L.  D.  How  !  Why,  are  not  you  ftruck  with  the  Magnifi¬ 
cence  of  a  foreign  Equipage  ?  as  Swift  Porters,  French  Cooks 
and  Footmen,  Italian  Singers,  Turkjjh  Coach-men,  and  In¬ 
dian  Pages  ? 

Syl.  Very  Geographical  indeed. 

L  D.  Does  not  my  Lord.  Qutfides  touch  you  ? 

Syl.  It  did  furprize  me  at  firft,  I  own  :  For  his  frightful , 
JB/^c^/^.Coach-man,  with  his  Flat-nofe,  and  great  Silver 
Collar,  made  me  fancy,  they  had  drefs’d  up  a  Dutch  MaftifF, 
and  I  expe&ed  every  minute  to  hear  him  bark  at  his  Horfes. 

L.  D.  Well,  thou^art  a,  pleafant  Creature,  thy  diftaft  is  fo 
diverting ! 

Syl.  And  your  Ladyfhip  is  fo  expenfive ,  that  really  I  am 
not  able  to  come  into Jt. 

L.  D.  Now,  ’tis  to  me  prodigious  !  how  fome  Women  can 
muddle  away  their  Money  upon  Houfwifry,  Children,  Books, 
and  Charities,  when  there  areTo  many  well-bred  Ways,  and 

foreign  Curiofities,  that  more  elegantly  require  it. - I  haye 

every  Morning  the  Rarities  of  all  Countries  brought  to  me, 

and  am  in  love  with  every  New  thing  I  fee. - Are  the 

People  come  yet,  Situpi 

Sit.  They  have  been  below,  Madam,  this  half  hour. 

L .  D.  Difpofe  ’em  in  the  Parlour,  and  well  be  there  pre- 
fently.  [E*.  Sit. 

Syl .  How  can  your  Ladyfhip  take  fuch  pleafure  in  being 
cheated  with  the  Ba  wbles  of  other  Countries  >  L  £k 
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L.D.  Thou  art  a  very  Infidel  to  all  Finery, 

Syl.  And  you  a  very  Bigot, - 

L.D.  A  Perfon  of  all  Reafon,  and  no  Complaifance. 

Syl.  And  your  Ladydiip  all  Complaifance,  and  no  Reafon. 
L.  D.  Follow  me,  and  be  converted.  [ Exeunto 

Re-enter  Sittup,  a  Woman  with  China-Ware  5  an  Indian  Man , 
with  Screens,  Tea,  &c.  a  Bird-man,  with  a  Paraquet,  Mon-  - 
key,  &c. 

Sitt .  Come!  come  into  this  Room. 

Chin.  W.  L  hope  your  Ladydii  p’s  Lady  wo’n't  be  long  a  cc-  > 
ming. 

Sitt.  I  don’t  care  if  (he  never  comes  to  you.  ~~  It  Teems  you  -■ 
trade  with  the  Ladies  for  old  Cloaths,  and  give  ’em  China  for 
their  Gowns,  and  Petticoats.-  Fm  like  to  have  a  fine  time  : 
on’t  with  fuch  Creatures,  as  you  indeed.’ 

Chi.  Alas!  Madam,  Fm  but  a  poor  Woman,  and  am  forc'd  . 
to  do  any  thing  to  live  :  Will  your  Ladyfhip  be  pleas’d  to 
accept  of  a  piece  of  China 

Sitt .  Puh !  no  5  —  I  don’t  care,  — •  Tho’  I  mud  needs  fay, 
you  look  like  an  honed  Woman.  [Looks  on  in  , 

Chi.  Thank  you,  good  Madam.  - 

Sit.  Our  Places  are  like  to  come  to  a  fine  pafs  indeed,  if  *■’ 
our  Ladies  mudbUy  their  China  with  our  Perquifites :  At  this  •> 

rate,  my  Lady  fha’n’t  have  an  old  Fan,  or  a  Glove,  but— . - 

Chi.  Pray,  Madam,  take  if. 

Sitt.  No,  not  1 $  I  wo’n’thave  it,  efpecially  without  a  Sau¬ 
cer  tot.  Here,  take  it  again. 

Chi .  Indeed,  you  (hall  accept  of  it. 

Sitt.  Not  I,  truly.  - - Come,  give  it  me,  give  it  me  3  r 

hire’s  my  Lady. 

Enter  Lady  Dainty,  and  Sylvia. 

L.  D:  Well,  my  Dear,  is  not  this  a  pretty  fight  now> 

Syl.  It’s  better  than  fo  many  Do&ors  and  Apothecaries,  iu-  - 
deed. 

L.  D.  All  Trades  mud  live  you  know,  and  thofe  no  more 
than  thefe  coud  fubfid,  if  the  World  were  all  Wife,  or 
Healthy. 

Syl.  Fm  afraid  our  real  Difeafes  are  but  few  to  our  Imagi-  - 
yy>  and  Doctors  get  more  by  the  found  than  the  fickly. 

L.D.  My  Dear,  you’re  allow’d  to  fay  anything  — but  . 

no  w  tr 
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—  Have  you  got-any  thing 


now  I  muft  talk  with  the  People, 
new  there? 

Chi. 


Att’/  (*  y°ur  Ladyfhip. 

Bird.  3 

L.  D.  One  at  once- - 


Bird.  I  have  brought  your  Ladyfhip  the  fineft  Monkey- - 

Syl.  What  a  filthy  thing  it  is. 

L.  D.  Now  I  think  he  looks  very  Humerous  and  agreea¬ 
ble - 1  vow  in  a  white  Perriwig  he  might  do  mifctfief  5 

cou’d  he  but  Talk,  and  take  Snuff,  there’s  ne’er  a  Fop  in  Town 
wou’d  go  beyond  him. 

Syl.  Moft  Fops  wou’d  go  farther  if  they  did  not  fpeak  3 
but  talking  indeed,  makes  ’em  very  often  worfe  Company  than 
Monkeys. 

L.  D.  Thou  pretty  little  Pi&ure  of  Man - how  very  In¬ 


dian  he  looks !  I  cou’d  kifs  the  dear  Creature. 

Syl.  Ah !  Don’t  touch  him,  he’ll  bite. 

Bird.  No,  Madam,  he  is  the  tameft  you  ever  faw,  and  the 
lead  mifehievous. 

L.  D.  Then  take  him  away,  I  won’t  have  him,  for  Mifchief 
is  the  Wit  of  a  Monkey,  and  I  wou’d  not  give  a  Farthing  for 
one,  that  wou’d  not  break  me  three  or  four  Pounds  worth  of 
China  in  a  Morning.  O  I  am  in  love  with  thefe  Indian  Fi¬ 
gures - do  but  obferve  what  an  innocent  natural  fimplicity 

there  is  in  all  the  A&ions  of  ’em. 


Chi.  Thefe  are  Pagods,  Madam,  that  the  Indians  Wor (hip. 
L.  D.  So  far  I  am  an  Indian. 

Syl.  Now  to  me  they  are  all  Monfters. 

L.  D.  Prophane  Creature - 1  wou’d  fain  buy  fomething 


of  the  Armenians  3  but  Amber  Necklaces  are  fuch  odd  things 
they  are  the  only  People  that  come  fo  far,  and  bring  noRa- 
. ’  -oh !  >  Here  Sittup  (hall  wear  one. 


nties  with  ’em 


Sitt.  Lord !  Dear  Madam,  I  (hall  make  fuch  a  Figure, 
People  will  think  I  am  going  to  Dine  with  my  Lady 
Mayo  refs. 

Chi.  Is  your  Ladyfhip  for  a  Piece  of  Right  Flanders  Lace. 

L.  D .  Urn - no,  I  don’t  care  for  it  now  it  is  not  Pro¬ 

hibited. 

Ind. 
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r  Ind.  Will  your  Ladyfhip  be  pleas’d  -to  have  a  Pound  of  fine 
Tea  ? 

L.  D.  What  filthy  odious  Bohea,  I  fuppofe. 

Ind .  No,  Madam,  right  Kapp'a\arranpa. 

L.  D.  Well,  there’s  /bmething  in  the  very  found  of  that 
Name,  that  makes  it  irrefiftable - Whatis’t  a  Pound? 

Ind.  But  fix  Guineas,  Madam. 

L.  D.  How  infinitely  Cheap?  I’ll  buy  it  all.  Sit  tup,  take 
the  Man  in,  and  pay  him,  and  let  the  reft  call  again  to  mor¬ 
row-? 

O/nnes.  Blefs  your  Ladyfhip.  [Ex.  Chi.  Ind.  Arm.  and  Bird * 

L.  D.  Lord  I  howFeavourifti  1  am - -  the  leaft  motion 

does  fo  diforder  me - •  do  but  feel  me. 

Sjil .  No  really,  I  think  you  are  in  very  good  Temper. 

L.  D.  Burning*  indeed  Child. 

Enter  Servant,  Do&or,  and  Apothecary. 

Serv.  Madam,  "here’s  Do&or  Bolus,  and  the  Apothecary . 

L.  D.  Oh  1  Do&or,  I’m  glad  you’re  come,  one  is  not  fure  of 
a  moment’s  Life  without  you. 

Dr.  How  did  your  Ladyfhip  reft,  Madam.  [Feels  her  Pulfe* 

L.  D .  Never  worfe,  indeed  Dottor  :  I  once  fell  into  a  lit¬ 
tle  (lumber  indeed,  but  then  was  difturb’d  by  the  moft  odious 
frightful  Dream:  I  dreamt  there  was  an  impudent  Fellow, 
that  came  into  my  Chamber  with  his  Sword  drawn,  and  fwore 
he  wou’d  marry  me  whether  I  wou’d  or  no  5  and  fo  methought 
I  flew  out  of  the  Room,  and  the  horrid  Creature  purfued  me 
to  a  vaft  great  Thorny  Wood,  and  the  Briars  did  fo  flick  in 
my  Cloaths,  and  I  pull’d,  and  was  fo  out  of  Breath  3  and  then 
methought  upon  a  fudden,  he  chang’d  into  a  great  roaring 
mad  Bull,  and  then  methought  I  ran,  and  ran,  and  ran,  and 
my  Legs  did  fo  ach,  that  if  the  fright  had  not  waken’d  me,  I 
had  certainly  perifti’d  in  my  deep  with  the  Apprehenfion. 

Dr.  A  certain  fign  of  a  diforder’d  Brain,  Madam,  but  I’ll * 
order  fomething  that  fhall  compofe  your  Ladyfhip. 

L .  D.  Mr.  Rubarb  I  muft  quarrel  wjth  you — you  don’t  dif- 
guife  your  Medicines  enough,  they  tafte  all  Phyfick,  in  a  little 
time  you’ll  bring  me  to  take  plain  Jalap.  Huh  !  huh  V 

Rub.  To  alter  it  more  might  offend  the  Operation,  Madam-, 

L.  D.  I  don’t  care  what  is  offended,  fo  my  Tafte  is  nots. 

Dr,  Hark  you,  Mr.  Rhubarb,  withdraw  the  Medicine,  -a- 

x  -  '  ,therr 
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.  ther  than  not  make  it  pleafant,  I’ll  find  a  reafon  for  the  want 
of  its  Operation.  «\- 

Rub.  But,  Sir,  if  we  don’t  look  about  us  (he’ll  grow  well  up¬ 
on  our  Hands. 

Dr.  Never  fear  that,  (he’s  too  much  a  Woman  of  Quality 
to  dare  to  be  well  without  her  Doctor’s  Opinion. 

Rub.  Sir,  we  have  drain’d  the  whole  Catalogue  of  Difeafes 
already,  there  is  not  another  left  to  put  in  her  Head. 

Dr.  Then  I’ll  make  her  go  ’em  over  again. 

Enter  Carelefs. 

Care .  So!  here’s  the  Old  Levee  !  Dottor  and  Apothecary  in 
'elofe  Confultation :  Now  will  I  demollifli  the  Quack  and  his 

Medicines  before  her  Face - Mr  Rhubarb ,  your  Servant, 

pray  what  have  you  got  in  your  Hand  there  > 

Rub.  Only  a  Julep,  and  compofing  Draught  for  my  Lady, 
Sir. 

Care .  Have  you  fo,  Sir, - pray  let  me^fee - I’ll  pre- 

fcribe  to  day  —  Dottor  you  may  go  —  the  Lady  (hall  take  no 
Phyfick  at  prefent  but  me. 

Dr.  Sir - - 

Care.  Nay,  if  you  won’t  believe  me  —  [ Breaks  the  Viols. 

L.  D.  Ah  !  -  £ Frighted ,  and  leaning  upon  Syl. 

Dr.  Come  away  Mr.  Rhubarb , - he’ll  certainly  put 

her  out  of  Order,  and  then  (he’ll  fend  for  us  again. 

[ Exit  Do&or  and  Apoth. 

Care.  You  fee,  Madam,  what  painsltaketo  come  into  your 
'Favour. 

LD.  You  take  a  very  prepofierous  way,  I  can  tell  you,  Sir. 

Care.  I  can’t  tell  how  I  fucceed,  but  I  am  fure  I  endeavour 
right,  for  I  ftudy  every  Morning  new  Impertinence  to  entertain 
you:  For  fincel  find  nothing  but  Dogs,  Do&ors,  and  Mon¬ 
keys  are  your  Favourites,  its  very  hard  if  your  Ladylhip  won’t 
admit  me  as  one  of  the  Number. 

L.  D.  When  I  find  you  of  an  equal  Merit  with  my  Monkey, 
you  (hall  be  in  the  fame  State  of  Favour :  I  confefs,  as  a  proof 
of  your  Wit,  you  have  done  me  as  much  mifchief  here:  But 
you  have  not  half  Pugg’s  Judgment,  nor  his  Spirit:  For  that 
Creature  will  do  a  World  of  pleafant  things,  without  caring 
whether  one  likes  ’em  or  not. 

Care .  Why  truly  Madam,  the  little  Gentleman  my  Rival,  I 

belie  ve} 


taken  as  much  pains  of  late  to  difoblige,  as  to  pleafe  you. 

L.  D.  You  fucceed  better  in  one  than  tother  lean  tell  you,  Sir, 

Care .  I  am  glad  on’t  —  for  if  you  had  not  me  now  and  then 
to  plague  you,  what  wou’d  you  do  for  a  pretence  to  be  Cha~ 
green,  to  faint,  have  the  Spleen,  the  Vapours,  and  all  thofe 
modifh  Diforders,  that  fo  nicely  diftingnilh  a  Woman  of  Qua¬ 
lity  > 

L.  D.  I  am  perfectly  confounded !  certainly  there  are  Lome 
People  too  Impudent  for  our  Refentment. 

Care .  Modefty’s  a  ftarving  Virtue,  Madam,  an  Old  Thread^ 
bare  Fafhion  of  the  laft  Age,  and  wou’d  fit  as  odly  upon  a 
Lover  now,  as  a  Pik’d  Beard  and  Muftacboes. 

L.  D.  Moft  Aftonifhing  !  , 

Care.  I  have  try’d  fighing  and  looking  filly  a  great  while, 

but ’t wou’d  not  do - nay,  had  you  had  as  little  Wit  as 

good  Nature,  fhou’d  have  proceeded  to  Dance  and  Sing- — * 
Tell  me  but  how,  what  Face,  or  Form  can  Worlhip  you,  and 
behold  your  Votary. 

L.  D.  Not,  Sir,  as  the  Per  fans  do  the  Sun,  with  your  Face 
towards  me:  The  bed  Proof  you  can  give  me  of  your  horrid 
Devotion,  is  never  to  fee  me  more.  Come  my  Dear. — - - 


Exit  with  Sylvia, 


Syl .  I’m  amaz’d  fo  much  Afturance  fhou’d  not  fucceed.  [ Ex . 

Care.  All  this  (han’t  make  me  out  of  love  with  my  Virtue-- 
impudence  has  ever  been  a  fuccefsful  Quality — and ’t wou’d 
be  hard  indeed  if  I  ihou’d  be  the  firft  that  did  not  thrive 
by  it.  {Exit. 

■  <  *  ,  * 

SCENE.,  Clerimont's  Lodgings. 

Enter  Atall,  and  Finder  his  Man. 

At.  You  are  fure  you  know  the  Houfe  again  ? 

Fin.  Ah!  as  well  as  I  do  the  Upper  Gallery,  Sir:  Tis  Sir 
Solomon  Sadlifes  at  the  Two  Glafs  Lanthorns,  within  three 
Doors  of  my  Lord  Dukes. 

At.  Very  well.  Sir,  then  take  this  Letter,  inquire  for  my 
Lady  Sadlifes  Woman,  and  flay  for  an  Anfwer. 

Fin.  Yes,  Sir.  -  [Exit. 

At.  Well,  I  find  ’tis  as  ridiculous  to  propofe  pleafure  in 
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Love  without  variety  of  Miftreffes,  as  to  pretend  to  be  a  keen 
Sportfman  without  a  good  Stable  of  Horfes:  We  may  talk 
what  we  will,  but  I  fay  we  Love,  as  we  Hunt  for  Pleafure, 
and  he’s  likelieft  to  fee  moft  of  the  Sport  I'm  fure,  that  has  a 
good  Lead  Nag  in  the  Field:  How  this  Lady  may  prove  I  can't 
tell,  but  if  fhe  is  not  a  Deedy  Tit  at  the  bottom,  I'm  no  Jockey. 

Re-enter  Finder. 


Fin.  Sir,  here  are  two  Letters  for  you. 

At.  Who  brought  ’em  > 

Fin.  A  couple  of  Footmen,  and  they  both  defire  an  Anfwer. 

At.  Bid  ’em  ftay,  and  do  you  make  hafte  where  I  order’d  you. 

Fin /  Yes,  Sir.  [Exit. 

At.  To  CoW.  St  an  df aft - that’s  Cl  ar  in  da's  Hand* - - 

to  My.  Freeman - that  muft  be  my  Incognita.  Ah  !  I  have 

moft  mind  to  open  this  firft :  But  if  t’other  malicious  Creature 
fhou’d  have  perverted  her  growing  Inclinations  to  me,  ’twou’d 
put  my  whole  Frame  in  a  Trembling.  Hold,  I’ll  guefs  my 

Fate  by  degrees - this  may  give  me  a  glimpfe  of  it.  [Reads 

Clar.  Letter. ]  Um  —  um  —  um  —  ha  1  To  meet  her  at  my  Lady 
SadlifeV  at  Seven  aClock.  to  Night ,  and  takgs  no  manner  of  no¬ 
tice  of  my  late  difowning  my  felf  to  her - fomething’s  at 

the  bottom  of  all  this - now  to  folve  the  Riddle  [Reads 

t'other  Letter.  My  Coujin  Clarinda  has  told  fome  things  of  you, 
that  very  much  allarms  me  5  hut  I  am  willing  to  fufpend  my  be¬ 
lief  of  'em ,  till  I  fee  you ,  which  I  defire  may  he  at  my  Lady 
SadlifeV  at  Seven  this  Evening. 

The  Devil!  the  fame  place! 

As  you  value  the  real  Friend/hip  of  your  Incognita. 

So  now  the  Riddle’s  out,  the  Rival  Queens  are  fairly  come 
to  a  Reference,  and  one,  or  both  of  ’em  I  muft  lofe,  that’s 
Pofitive!  hard! 

Enter  Clerimont. 

Hard  Fortune !  Now  poor  Impudence  what  will  become  of 
thee  ?  O  Clerimont !  Such  a  Complication  of  Adventures  fince 
1  faw  thee,  fuch  fweet  Hopes,  Fears,  and  unaccountable  Diffi¬ 
culties,  fure  never  poor  Dog  was  furrounded  with. 

Cler.  O  !  you  are  an  induftrious  Perfon,  you’ll  get  over  ’em. 
But  pray  let’s  hear. 

To  begin  then  in  the  Climax  of  my  Misfortunes,  in  the  firft 
place  ,  the  private  Lodgings  that  my  Incognita  appointed  to 

receive 
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receive  me  in,  prov’d  to  be  the  very  individuaLHabitationof 
my  other  Miftrefs,  whom  (to  compleat  the  blunder  of  my  ill 
luck)  (he  civilly  introduc’d  in  Perfon  to  Recommend  me  to 
her  better  Acquaintance. 

Cler .  Ha !  ha !  Death !  how  cou’d  you  hand  ’em  both  to¬ 
gether? 

At.  The  old  way - Buff - 1  ftuck  like  a  Burr  to  my 

Name  of  Freeman,  addrefs’d  my  Incognita  before  the  other’s 
Face,  and  with  a  moft  unmov’d  good  Breeding,  harmlefly  fac’d 
her  down,  Thad  never  feen  her  in  my  Life  before. 

Cler .  TheprettieftModefty  I  ever  heard  of:  Well,  but  how 
did  they  difcover  you  at  laft  ? 

^.WhyFaith  the  Matter’s  yet  in  fufpence  3  and  I  find  by  both 
their  Letters,  that  they  don’t  yet  well  know  what  to  think  : 
(but  to  go  on  with  my  Luck)  you  rauft  know  they  have  fince 
both  appointed  me,  by  feveral  Names,  to  meet  ’em  at  one  and 
the  fame  Place  at  Seven  a  Clock  this  Evening. 

Cler.  Ah ! 

At.  And  laftly,  to  Crown  my  Fortune,  (as  if  the  Devil 
himfelf  moft  Triumphantly  Rode  a^ftraddle  upon  my  Ruine) 
the  fatal  place  of  their  Appointment*  happens  to  be  the  very 
Houfe  of  a  third  Lady,  with  whom  I  made  an  Acquaintance 
fince  Morning,  and  had  juft  before  fent  word  I  wou’d  vifia  near 
the  fame  hour  this  Evening. 

Cler.  O!  Murther !  Poor  Atall!  thou  art  really  fallen  under 
the  laft  degree  of  Compaffion. 

At.  And  yet,  with  a  little  of  thy  Affiftance,  in  the  middle 
of  all  their  fmallShot,  I  don’t  ftill  difpairof  holding  my  Head 
above  Water. 

Cler.  You  muft  think  me  barbarous  indeed,  if  in  fuch  Di- 
ftrefslftiou’d  not  throw  out  a  Rope  to  fave  you— — not  that 
I  can  imagine  what  you  propofe :  For  I  dare  fwear  thou  doeft 
not  defign  to  marry  any  one  of  ’em. 

At.  Shou’d  my  Incognita  s  Birth  prove  equal  to  her  Beauty, 
I  tremble  to  tell  thee  what  might  become  of  me. 

Cler.  Why  then  you  had  as  good  quit  her  Friend  now. 

At.  No,  no,  that  is  riot  fafe  neither- — —and  if  I  don’t  keep 
in  with  her,  Intimacy  will  certainly  give  her  Opportunities 
of  fpoiling  my  Market  with  her  Rival. 

Cler.  Death!  but  you  can’t  meet  ’em  both,  you  muft  lofe 
one  of  ’em,  unlefs  you  can  fplit  your  felf. 

F  2  -  .  . Ste At: 
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At.  Prithee  don’t  fufpeft  my  Courage,  or  my  Modefty,  for 
I’m  refolv’d  to  go  on,  if  you  ftand  by  me. 

Cler.  Faith  my  very  Curiofity  woilUmake  me  do  that - - 

but  what  can  I  do? 

At.  You  muft  appear  for  me  upon  occafion,  in  Perfon. 

Cler.  With  all  my  Heart - What  elfe? 

At.  I  (hall  want  a  Queen’s  Meflenger  in  my  Intereft,  or  ra¬ 
ther  one  that  can  Perfonate  one. 

Cler.  That’s  eafily  found - but  what  to  do  ? 

At.  Come  along,  and  I’ll  tell  you - for  fir  ft  I  muff  an¬ 

swer  their  Letters. 


Cler .  Thou  art  an  Original,  Faith..  [Exeunt. 


The  S  G  E  N  E  changes  to  Sir  Solomon’s. 


Enter  Sir  Solomon  leading  Lady  Sadlife,  and  Wiftiwell' 

her  Woman. 

Sir  Sal.  There,  Madam,  let  me  have  no  more  of  thefe  Air-- 

angs — - no  good,  I’m  fare,  can  keep  a  Woman  five  or  fix 

Hours  abroad  in  a  Morning, 

L.  Sad.  You  deny  me  all  the  innocent  Freedoms  of  Life. 

Sir  Sah  Hah!  you  have  the  modifti  Cant  of  this  end  of  the 
Town,  I  fee:  Intriguing,  Gaming,  Gadding,  and  Party  Quar¬ 
ries  with  a  Pox  to  ’em,  are  innocent  Freedoms,  forfootb. 

L.  Sad,  I  don’t  know  what  you  mean,  I’m  fure  I  have  not; 
one  Acquaintance  in  the  World  that  does  an  ill  thing. 

Sir  Sol.  They  muft  he  better  look’d  after  than  yourLadyftup  * 
then  y  but  I’ll  mend  my  Hand  as  faft  as  I  can,  do  you  look  to 
your  Reputation  henceforward,andf’il  take  care  of  your  Perfon. 

L.Sad.  You  wrong  my  Virtue  with  thefe  unjuft  Sufpicions. . 

Sir  Sol.  Ay  its  no  matter  for  that  ^better  I  wrong  it  than  you, 
Til  fecure  my  Doors  for  this  Day  at  leafb.  [Exit. 

L.  Sad.  Ol  WifitoeH !  what  (hall  I  do. 

Wifi.  What’s  the  matter,. Madam? 

L.  Sad.  I  expedt  a  Letter  from  a  Gentleman  every  Minute, and;' 
ifiitfhou’dfall  into  Sir  Stf/^.HandsJ’m  ruin’d  paft  Redemption. 

Wifi.  He  won’t  fufpedt  it,  Madam,  fure  if  they^re  diredted 
io  me,  as  they  us’d  to  be. 

L.  Sad*  But  his  Jealoufy’s. grown  fo  violent  of  late,  there’s 
no  trufting  to,  it,  now.  y  if  he  meets  .it  l  fhall.be  lock’d  up  for- 


the  Sick  Lady’s  Cure.  jra? 

Wifi*  O  dear  Madam  \  l  vow,  your  Lady  (hip  frights  me. 
Why,  he’ll  kill  me  for  keeping  CounfeL 

L.  S.  Run  to  the  Window,  quick,  and  watch  theMelTenger. 
[Ex.  Wifi.']  Ah  !  there’s  ray  Ruine  near. —  I  feel  it. —  [A knock¬ 
ing  at  the  door.]  What  (hall  I  do  ?  —  Be  very  infolenr,  or  ve¬ 
ry  humble,  and  cry.  I  have  known  fome  Women,  upon  thefe 
Occafions,  out-ftrut  their  Husband’s  Jealoufie,  and  make  ’em 
ask  Pardon  for  finding  ’em  out.  —  OLud !  here  lie  comes.  — 
I  can’t  do’c  3  my  Courage  fails  me.  —  I  muft  ev’n  ftick  to 
my  Hankerchief,  and  truft  to  Nature. 

Re-enter  Sir  Soloman,  taking  a  Letter  from  Finder. 

Sir  Sol.  Sir,  I  (hall  make  bold  to  read  this  Letter  3  and,  if  you 
have  amindto  fave  your  Bones,  there’s  your  way  out. 

Find.  O  terrible!  I  (ha’n’t  have  a  whole  one  in  my  Skin,, 
when  I  come  home  to  my  Maher.  —  [  Exit.  Finder > 

L.  Sad.  [Afide.]  I’m  loft  for  ever. 

Sir  Sol.  [Reads.]  “  Pardon  moft  Divine  Creature,  the  im~ 
“  patience  of  my  Heart  3  . 

Very,  well!-  thefe  are  her  innocent  Freedoms !  ah!  Cockatrice  if 

“  which  languifhes  for  an  opportunity,  £$» 
“  to  convince  you  of  its  Sincerity,^  — 

C>  the  tender  — -  Son  of  a  Whore  ! 

“  which  nothing  cou’d  relieve,  but  the  Tweet?: 
“  Hope  of  feeing  you  this  Ev’ning.- 
Poor  Lady !  whofeVirtue  I  have  wrong’d  with  unjuft  fufpitions !  * 

L.  Sad.  I’m  ready  to  fink  with  Apprehenfion  ! 

Sir  Sol.  —  “  To  Night,  at  feven,  expeft  your  dying  Strsphon. 

Die,  and  be  damn’d  3.. - for  I’ll  remove  your  Comforter,: 

by  cutting  her  Throat.  —  I  cou’d  find  in  my  heart  to  ram  his 
impudent  Letter  into  her  Wind-pipe.  —  Ha  !  what’sthis! 

“  To  Mrs .  Wifimli,  my  Lady  Sadlifes  Woman.. 
sAd,rm  glad  of  it  withal  ray  Heart: — -  What  a  happy  thing  . 
’tis  to  have  one’s  Jealoufie  difappointed !  —  Now,  have  I  been 
curfing  my  poor  Wife,  for  the  miftaken  Wicked nefs  of  that 

Trollop. - ’Tis  well  I  kept  my  Thoughts  to  my  felf :  For  the 

Virtue  of  a  Wife,  when  wrongfully  accus’d,  is  moft  unmerci¬ 
fully  infolent. - -  Come,  I’ll  do  a  great  thing  3 - I’ll 

kifs  her*  and  make.her  amends. - What’s  the  matter,  my 

Dear  > - has  any  thing;  frighted  you  ? 

L  Sad.  Nothing  but  your  hard  Ufage, .. 

'  .  '  Sks 
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Sir  Sol.  Come  !  come !  dry  thy  Tears,  it  (hall  be  fo  no  more. 

— *  But,  hark  ye  !  I  have  made  a  Difcovery  here: - Your 

Wifimll ,  I'm  afraid,  is  a  Slut. - She  has  an  Intrigue. 

L.  Sad.  An  Intrigue  !  Heaven’s,  in  our  Family  ! 

Sir  Sol.  Read  there: - 1  with  (he  be  honed.  — 

L.  Sad .  How !  — *  if  there  be  the  lead  ground  to  thing  it. 
Sir  Solomon ,  pofitively  die  fha’n’t  day  a  Minute  in  the  Houfe. 
— impudent  Creature —  have  an  Affair  with  a  Man  ! 

Sir  Sol.  But  hold,  my  Dear,  —  don’t  let  your  Virtue  cen- 
^fure  too  feverely  neither. 

L.  Sad.  I  fhudder  at  the  Thoughts  of  her. 

Sir  Sol.  Patience,  I  fay,  how  do  we  know  but  his  Courtfhip 
may  be  honourable. 

L.  Sad.  That,  indeed,  requires  fome  Paufe. 

Wifi.  —  (Peeping  in,)  fo !  all’s  fafe,  I  fee, —  he  thinks  the 
Letter’s  to  me. — *  O  good  Madam,  —  that  Letter  was  to  me, 

the  Fellow  fays. - 1  wonder,  Sir,  how  you  cou’d  ferve  one 

fo  3"  if  my  Sweetheart  (hou’d  hear  you  had  open’d  it,  I  know 
he  wou’d  not  have  me  3  fo  he  wou’d  not. 

Sir  Sol.  Never  fear  that  5  for  if  he’s  in  love  with  you,  he’s 
too  much  a  Fool  to  value  being  laugh’d  at. 

L.  Sad.  If  it  be  your’s  5  here,  take  your  Stuff  3  and  next  time, 
bid  him  take  better  care,  than  to  fend  his  Letters  fo  publickly. 

Wifi.  Yes,  Madam  5  but  now  your  Ladylhip  has  read  it, 
I’d  fain  beg  the  Honour  of  Sir  Soloman  to  anfwer  it  for  me  3 
for  I  can’t  write. 

L.  Sad.  Not  write  1 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  he  thinks  (he’s  above  that,  I  fuppofe  :  For 
he  calls  her  Divine  Creature.  —  A  pretty  piece  of  Divinity, 
truly.  —  But  come,  my  Dear,  —  ’Egad,  we’ll  anfwer  it  for  her. 
Here’s  Paper, —  you  (hall  do  it. 

L.  Sad.  I,  Sir  Solomon  !  Lord,  I  wo’ n’t  write  to  Fellows,  not 
I. - 1  hope  he  wo’n’t  take  me  at  my  word.  [ \Afide . 

Sir  Sol.  Nay,  you  fhall  do  it  3 - come,  ’twill  get  her  a 

good  Husband. 

Wifi.  Ay !  Pray,  good  Madam,  do.  — r— 

Sir  Sol.  Ah  !  how  eager  the  Jade  is,  — — 

Is.  Sad,  I  can’t  tell  how  to  write  to  any  body,  but  you,  my 

Dear.  • 


Sir  Sol.  Well !  well !  I’ll  didate  then  3  • — -  come,  begin  — • 

*  ^L.  Sad. 
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L.  Sad .  Lord  !  this  is  theoddeft  Fancy  i  [5///  to  mite . 

SivSol.  Come!  come  !  dear  Sir  3  (for  we’ll  be  as  loving  as 
he  for  his  Ears.) 

Wifi.  No,  pray,  Madam  3  begin  dear  Honey,  or  my  deareft 
Angel. 

L.  Sad .  Out !  you  Fool !  you  muft  not  be  fo  fond.  —  Dear 
Sir  is  very  well.  [  Write/. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay !  ay  I  fo  ’tis :  but  thefe  young  Fillies  are  for  fet- 
tingoutat  the  top  of  their  fpeed.— -But  prithee,  Wif!melly  what  is 
thy  Lover?  for  theStyleofhisLettermayfervefor  a  Counfefs, 

Wifi.  Sir,  he  is  but  a  Butler  at  prefent  3  but  he’s  a  good 
Schollard,  as  you  may  fee  by  liis  Hand-writing  3  and  in  time 
may  come  to  be  a  Steward  3  and  then  we  lha’n’t  be  long 
without  a  Coach,  Sir. 

L.  Sad.  Dear  Sir, - -  what  muft  I  write  next  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Why, -  \_Mufing. 

Wifi.  Hoping  you  are  in  good  Health,  as  I  am  at  this  pre¬ 
fent  Writing. 

Sir  Sol.  You  Puppy,  he’ll  laugh  at  you. 

Wifi.  I’m  fure,  my  Mother  us’d  to  begin  all  her  Letters  fo. 

Sir  Sol.  And  thou  art  every  inch  of  thee  her  own  Daugh¬ 
ter,  that  I’ll  fay  for  thee. 

L.  Sad.  Come,  I  have  don’t.  [ Reads .3  “  Dear  Sir,  fhe  muft 
“  have  very  little  Merit,  that  is  infenfible  of  yours. 

Sir  Sol.  Very  well,  ’Faith  !  Write  all  your  felf. 

Wifi.  Ay  !  good  Madam,  do  3  that’s  better  than  mine. - * 

But  pray,  dear  Madam,  let  it  end  with,  So  I  reft  your  deareft 
loving  Friend ,  till  Death  us  depart. 

L.  Sad.  [ 'Afide! ]  This  abfurd  Slut  will  make  me  laugh  out* 

Sir  Sol.  But  hark  you,  Huffy  3  fuppofe  now  you  (hou’d  be 
a  little  fcornful  and  infolent,  to  (hew  your  Breeding  3  and  a 
little  ill-natur’d  in  it,  to  (hew  your  Wit. 

Wifi.  Ay,  Sir!  that  is,  if  I  defign’d  him  for  my  Gallant : 
But  (ince  he  is  to  be  but  my  Husband,  I  muft  be  very  good- 
natur’d,  and  civil,  before  I  have  him  5  and  huff  him,  and 
(hew  my  Wit  after. 

Sir  Sol.  Here’s  a  Jade  for  you!  \_Aftde7\  But  why  muft 
you  huff  your  Husband,  Huffy?  .  , 

Wifi.  O  Sir  !  that’s  to  give  him  a  good  Opinion  of  ‘my 
Virtue:  for  you  know,  Sir,  a  Husband  can’t  think  one  cou’d 
be  fo  very  domineering,  if  one  were  not  very  lioneft>  Sir 


.i  ■  *  *■ 
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Sir  Sol.  ’S’bud  !  this  Fool,  on  my  Confcience,  fpeaks  the 
fenfe  of  the  whole  Sex.  \Afide7\ 

Wifi,  Then,  Sir,  I  have  been  told,  that  a  Husband  loves  one 
the  better,  the  more  one  he&ors  him,  as  a  Spaniel  does  the 
more  one  beats  him. 

Sir  Sol,  Hah  !  thy  Husband  will  have  a  blefled  time  on't. 

L.  Sad.  So !  I  have  done. 

Wifi.  O  pray.  Madam,  read  it. 

L.  Sad.  [Reads.~]  “  Dear  Sir —  (he  muft  have  very  Ifttle 
“  Merit,  that  is  infenfible  of  yours  $  and  while  you 
“  continue  to  love,  and  tell  me  fo,  expeft  whatever 
-  <c  you  can  hope  from  fo  much  Wit,  and  fuch  un- 
“  feign’d  Sincerity. —  At  the  hour  you  mention,  you 
<c  will  be  truly  welcome  to  your  paflionate - 

Wifi .  Oh  !  Madam,  it  is  not  half  kind  enough  5  pray,  put 
in  fome  more  Dears. 

‘Sir  Sol.  Ay  !  ay  !  fvveeten  it  well  5  - —  let  it  be  all  Sirrfip, 
—  with  a  Pox  to  her. 

Wifi.  Every  Line  ftiou’d  have  Dear  Sweet  Sir  in  it 3  fo  it 
Thou’d.  —  He’ll  think  I  don’t  love  him  elfe. 

Sir  Sol.  Poor  Moppet !  — — 

L.Sad.  No!  no!  ’tis  better  now. —  Well,  what  muft  l>e 
•at  bottom,  to  anfwer  Strephon <? 

Sir  Sol.  Pray,  let  her  Divine  Ladyfhip  fign,  —  Abigail • 

Wifi.  No  5  pray  Madam,  put  down  Lifpamintha . 

Sir  Sol.  Lifpantintha  ! 

L.  Sad.  No,  come-'-  I’ll  write  Cdia.  Here,  go  in,  and  feal  it. 

Sir  Ay,  come  !  I’ll  lend  you  a  Wafer,  that  he  mayn’t 
’wait  for  your  Divinityfhip. 

Wifi.  Pfhah !  you  always  flout  one  fo.  T Ex.  Sir  Sol.  and  Wifi. 

L.  Sad.  So  !  this  is  luckily  over.  —  Well !  I  fee  a  Woman 
'fhou’d  never  be  difeourag’d  from  coming  off  at  the  greateft 
•Plunge :  For  tho*  I  was  half  dead  with  the  Fright,  yet  now 
Fra  a  little  recover’d,  I  And. 


That  Apprehenjion  does  the  Blifs  endear, 
The  real  Danger  s  nothing  to  the  Fear . 


V/  V 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE,  Sir  Solomon V. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife,  Atall,  and  Wifhwell,  with  Lights, 

L.  Sad/  |  ^His  Room,  I  think,  is  pleafanter  5  if  you  pleafe,  we’H 
X  fit  here,  Sir  —  Wifimll  /  Shut  the  Door,  and  take 
the  Key  o’th’  in-fide,  and  fet  Chairs. 

Wifi.  Yes,  Madam. 

L.  Sad.  Lard !  Sir,  what  a  ftrange  Opinion  you  muft  have  of 
me,  for  receiving  your  Vifits  upon  fo  (lender  an  Acquaintance. 

At.  I  have  a  much  ftranger  Opinion,  Madam,  of  your  order¬ 
ing  your  Servant  to  lock  her  felf  in  with  us. 

L.  Sad.  O  !  you  wou’d  not  have  us  wait  upon  our  felves  > 

At,  Really,  Madam,  ! cant  conceive,  that  two  Lovers  alone 
have  much  occafion  for  Attendance.  [ They  fit. 

L.  Sad.  Lovers !  Lard !  how  you  talk  !  Can't  People  converfe 
without  that  Stuff ! 

At.  Um ! —  yes,  Madam,  People  may  5  but  without  a  little  of 
that  Stuff,  Converfation  is  generally  very  apt  to  be  inflpid. 

L .Sad.  Pooh  !  why,  we  can  fay  any  thing  without  her  hear¬ 
ing,  you  fee. 

At.  Ay !  but  if  we  fhou’dtalk  our  felves  up  to  an  occafion  of 
being  without  her,  it  wou’d  look  worfe  to  fend  her  out,  than  to 
have  let  her  wait  without,  when  (he  was  out. 

L.  Sad.  You  are  ^pretty  hard  to  pleafe,  I  find,  Sir  $  fome  Men,  I 
believe,  wou’d  think  themfelves  well  us’d,  in  fo  free  a  Reception 
as  yours. 

At.  Hahl  I  fee,  this  is  like  to  come  to  nothing  this  time  5  fo 
I'll  ev’n  put  her  out  of  humour,  that  I  may  get  off  in  time  to  my 
Incognita.  [AfideJ]  Really,  Madam,  I  can  never  think  my  felf  free, 
where  my  Hands  and  my  Tongue  are  ty’d.  [Pointing  to  Wifhwell. 

L .Sad.  Your  Converfation,  I  find,  is  very  different  from  what 
it  was,  Sir. 

At.  With  fubmiffion,  Madam,  I  think  it  very  proper  for  the 
Place  we  are  in.  If  you  had  fent  for  me,  only  to  fip  Tea,  to  fit 
(till,  and  be  civil,  with  my  Hat  under  my  Arm,  like  a  ftrange  Re¬ 
lation  from  Ireland,  or  fo  $  why  was  I  brought  hither  with  fo 
much  caption  and  privacy  > 

L.  Sad.  Suppofe  I  had  a  favourable  Thought  of  you$  does 
that  give  you  a  Title  to  treat  me,  as  if  it  was  not  in  my  powes 
to  refufe  you  any  thing.  G  At* 
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At.  Come,  Madam,  1*11  be  plain  with  you :  —  I  wou’d  not  have 
you  think  me  ignorant  of  all  the  tendered  Forms  that  ought 
to  approach  a  Ladies  Favours  ^  but  when  a  Woman  breaks  the 
feeming  Promife  of  her  Eyes,  with  me  (he  lofes  all  pretence  to 
’em.  (Your  Woman’s  being  with  us,  is  ridiculous  ^  )  I  had  a  Lo¬ 
ver’s  honed:  Reafon,  to  expert  you  here  alone  ^  but  (he  that  thinks 
to  make  me  dance  Attendance  to  her  Pride,  to  (it  at  diftance,  and 
tamely  talk  my  felf  to  a  fubmiflive  Flame  for  her,  while  (he,  with 
Eyes  infenfible  receives  it,  and  ev’n  fwells  her  fated  Vanity,  to  a 
defpifing  of  her  ealie  Conqueft,  before  (he  enjoys  it  $  let  me  tell 
you,  Madam,  in  very  concife  Terms,  that  Woman  —  ismoft 
confumedly  mi  (taken. 

L.Sad.  You  have  a  very  odd  way  of  treating  People  5  you  Men 
are  the  ftrangeft  Creatures !  Is  there  no  fuch  thing  as  Patience 
in  your  Compofition  ? 

At.  O  yes,  Madam,  abundance  5  for,  if  you  pleafebut  to  order 
Madamoifelle  to  get  the  Tea  ready,  to  boil  it  a  great  while,  and 
ftay  till  it’s  done,  you  (hall  find,  I  can  yet  change  the  Air  of  my 
Approaches. 

L.  Sad.  I  don’t  know  how  to  make  her  do  any  fuch  thing,  not 
I,  Lard  !  She  knows,  I  have  had  Tea  juft  now. 

At.  I  have  not  ^  and  fo  your  humble  Servant,  Madam. 

L.  Sad.  Hold ! 

At.  Really,  Madam,  my  Stomach  won’t  ftay  5  and,  if  your  La- 
dyftiip’s  Tea  is  not  ready,  I  muft  beg  leave  to  take  a  Di(h  at  the 
Coff'ee-honfe.  {As  he  is  goings  Sir  Soloman  knocks  at  the  door . 

Wifi.  O  Heaven’s !  my  Mafter,  Madam. 

Sir  Sol.  Open  the  Door  there,  (within.) 

L.  Sad.  What  (hall  we  do  } 

At.  Nothing  now.  I’m  fure. 

L.  Sad.  Open  the  Door,  and  fay,  the  Gentleman  came  to  You. 

Wifi,-  Olud  !  Madam,  I  (hall  never  be  able  to  manage  it  at  fo 
(hort  a  warning.  —  We  had  better  fhut  the  Gentleman  into  the 
Clofet,  and  fay,  he  came  to  no  body  at  all. 

L.  Sad.  In  1  in  then,  for  Mercy’s  fake,  quickly,  Sir. 

At.  Soh !  this  is  like  to  be  a  very  pretty  bufinefs  1  Oh !  Succefs  l 
and  Impudence!  thou  haft  quite  forfa  ken  me.  {Enters  the  Clofet, 

Wifi.  Doyouftep  into  your  Bed-chamber,  Madam,  and  leave 
my  Mafter  to  me.  [  Ex.  L.  Sadlife.]  [Wi(h.  opens  the  Door ,  &c. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon. 

Sir  Sob  What’s  the  Reafon,  Miftrefs, I  am  to  be  lock’d  out  of 
my  Wife’s  Apartment  ?  *  Wifi, 

r.:""1*1' "■"I  '  "  .  '■  .  ■'  - - - - - _ ... 
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Wifi.  Sir,  my  Lady  was  wafhiog  her — her — Neck,  Sir,  and  I 
cou’d  not  come  any  fooner. 

Sir  Sol.  I  am  fure,  I  heard  a  Man’s  Voice.  [AjideJ]  Bid  your  La* 
dy  come  hither. — He  muft  be  here-abouts  3  'tis  fo !  all’s  out,  all’s 
over  now  :  The  Devil  has  done  his  word,  and  I  am  a  Cuckold 
in  fpite  of  my  Wifdom.  ’Zbud !  now  an  Italian  wou’d  poifon  his 
Wife  for  this  5  a  Spaniard  wou’d  (tab  her,  .and  a  Turh,  wou’d  cut 
off  her  Head  with  his  Scimitar  5  but  a  poor  Dog  of  an  Englifi  Cuc¬ 
kold  now,  can  only  Squabble,  and  call  Names. —  Hold!  here  {he 
comes.  —  I  muftfmother  my  Jealoufie,  that  her  Guilt  mayn’t  be 
upon  its  guard.  [ [Enter  Lady  Sadlife,  and  Wiihwell. 

SirSW.  My  Dear!  how  do  you  do  >  Come  hither,  and  kifs  me. 

L .Sad.  I  did  not  expeft  you  home  fo  foon,  my  Dear. 

Sir  Sol.  Poor  Rogue— I  don’t  believe  you  did — with  a  Pox  to 
you.  [  A/fdeJ]  Wijhwell,  go  down,  I  have  bufinefs  with  your  Lady. 

Wifi.  Yes,  Sir  — >  but  I’ll  watch  you :  for  I’m  fraid  this  good 
Humour  has  mifchief  at  the  bottom  of  it. - -  [Retires. 

L.  Sad.  I  fcarce  know  whether  he’s  jealous,  or  not. 

Sir  Sol.  Now,  dare  not  I  go  near  that  Clofet-door,  left  the  mur- 
therous  Dog  flaou’d  poke  a  hole  in  my  Guts  through  the  Key-bole. 

• —  tlm  —  I  have  an  odd  Thought  in  my  Head  — ay  !  and  that 
will  difcover  the  whole  bottom  of  her  Affair.—  ’Tis  better  to  feem 
not  to  know  one’s  Difhonour,  when  one  has  not  Courage 
enough  to  revenge  it. 

L.  Sad.  I  don’t  like  his  Looks,  methinks. 

Sir  Sol.  Odfo!  what  have  I  forgot  now — ^Prithee, my  Dear, 
ftep  into  my  Study,  (for  I  am  fo  weary ! )  and  in  the  uppermoft 
Parcel  of  Letters ,  you’ll  find  one  that  I  receiv’d  from  Torkfiire 
to  day,  in  the  Scrutoire  3  bring  it  down,  and  fome  Paper  3  I  will 
Anfwer  it  while  I  think  on’t. 

L .Sad.  If  you  pleafe  to  lend  me  your  Key  —  but  had  not  you 
better  write  in  your  Study,  my  Dear? 

Sir  Sol.  No!  no!  I  tell  you,  l  am  fo  tir’d,  I  am  notable  to 
walk. - There!  make  hafte. 

L.  Sad.  Wou’d  alf  were  well  over.  [Exit.  Lady  Sadlife. 

Sir  Sol.  ’Tis  fo !  by  her  eagernefs  to  be  rid  of  me.  Well,  fince 
I  find  I  dare  not  behave  my  Leif  like  a  Man  of  Honour  in  this  bu¬ 
finefs,  I’ll  at  Ieaft  aft  like  aPerfon  of  Prudence,  and  Penetration; 
For  fay,  I  (hou’d  clap  a  Brace  of  Slugs  now  into  the  very  Bowels 
of  this  Rafcal ,  it  may  hang  me  3  but  if  it  does  not,  it  can’t 
divorce  me3  —  no,  I’ll  ev’n  put  out  the  Candles,  and  in  a  foft, 
_ , _ *  .  .  .  Q  »  ....  . .gentle 
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gentle  Whore’s  Voice,  defire  the  Gentleman  to  walkabout  his  bu- 
finefs*  and  if  I  can  get  him  out.beforemy  Wife  returns,  I’ll  fair¬ 
ly  poft  my  fclf  in  his  room  5  and  fo,  when  (he  comes  to  fet  him 
at  liberty,  in  the  dark,  I’ll  humour  the  Cheat,  till  I  draw  her  into 
fome  cafual  Confeffion  of  the  Fatt  5  and  then  this  injur’d  ‘Front 
(hall  bounce  upon  her,  like  a  Thunderbolt.  [  Puts  out  the  Candle. 

Wifi.  [ Behind'. ]  Say  you  fo,  Sir I’ll  take  care  my  Lady  (hall  be 
provided  for  you.  [  Exit-. 

Sir  Sol.  Hift !  Hift!  Sir!  Sir! 

Enter  Atall  from  the  ClofeU . 

At.  Is  all  clear  >  may  1  venture.  Madam  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Ay !  ay !  quick !  quick !  make  hafte  before  Sir  Solomon  re¬ 
turns  *  a  ftrait  Back’d-Dog,  I  warrant  him .[AftdeC]  But  when  (hall 
I  fee  you  again  ? 

At.  When  ever  you’ll  promife  me  to  make  a  better  ufe  of  an 
Opportunity. 

Sir  Sol.  Ha  !  then  *tis  pofiible  he  mayn’t  yet  have  put  the 
fini(hing  Stroke  to  me. 

At.  Is  this  the  Door  > 

Sir  Sol..  Ay !  ay !  away !'  [Ex.  At.]  Sob !  now  the  danger  of 
being  Murther’d  is  over  5  I  find,  my  Courage  returns :  And  if  I 
catch  my  Wife  but  inclining  to  be  no  better  than  (he  (hou’d  be, 
l‘m  not  fure  that  Blood  won’t  be  the  confequence. 

[He  goes  into  the  Clofet ,  and  Wi(hwel  enters . 

Wifi.  Soh !  my  Lady  has  her  Cue  5  and,  if  my  Wife  Matter  can 
give  her  no  better  Proofs  of  his  Penetration  than  this,  (he’d  be  a 
greater  Fool  than  he,  if  (he  ftiou’d  not  do  what  (he  has  a  mind  to* 
Sir  1  Sir !  Come !  you  may  come  out  now.  Sir  Solomons  gone,. 

Enter  Sir  Soloman  from  the  Clofet. 

Sir  Sol.  So !  now  for  a  foft  Speech,  to  fet  her  impudent  Blood  in 
Ferment,and  then  let  it  out  with  my  Pen-knife.£4^.]Come,Dear 
Creature,  now  let’s  make  the  kindeft  ufe  of  our  Opportunity. 

Wifi.  Notforthe  World!  if  Sir  Solomon  (hou’d  come  again,  I 
ftiou’d  be  ruin’d - Pray  be  gone - I’ll  fend  to  you  to  morrow. 

Sir  Sol:  Nay,  now  you  love  me  not— ‘You  wou’d  not  let 
me  part  eife  thus  unfatisfied. 

Wifi.  Now  you’re  unkind.  You  know  I  love  you,  or  I  fhou’cb 
not  run  fuch  Hazards  for  you. 

Sir  Sol.  Fond  Whore!  [AfideT]  But  I’m  afraid  you  love  Sir  So - 
tomon,  and  lay-up  all  your  Tendernefs  for  him. 

Wifi.  O  ridiculous !  How  can  fo  fad  a  Wretch  give  you  the; 
kaft  uneafie  Tboueht  I  1  loath  the  very  fight  of  him.  Sir 
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Sir  Sol.  Damn’d  infernal  Strumpet  —  I  can  bear  no  longer — 
Lights!  Lights!  within  there.  [Seizes  her, 

Wijh.  Ah!  (Shriek-)  Who’s  this,  help!  Murther! 

Sir&?/.  No,  Traytrefs,  don’t  think  to  lcape  me  ^  for  now  I’ve 
trapt  thee  in  thy  Guilt,  I  cou’d  find  in  my  Heart  to  have  thee  Flea’d 
alive,  thy  Skin  ftufft,  and  hung  up  in  the  middle  of  Guild  Hall , 

as  a  terrible  Confequence  of  Cuckoldom  to  the  whole  City - 

Lights  there !  [Enter  Lady  Sadlife  with  a  Light.'] 

L.  Sad .  O  Heavens !  W hat’s  the  matter !  [Sir  Sol  looks  AJloniJlSd. 
Ha!  what  do  I  fee!  my  Servant  on  the  Floor,  and  Sir  Solomon  offer¬ 
ing  Rudenefs  to  her !  O !  I  can’t  bear  it !  oh ! .  [Falls  into  a  Chain. 

Sir -.Sol.  What  has  the  Devil  been  doing  here? 

L.  Sad.  This  the  Reward  of  all  my  Virtue !  O  Revenge !  Re¬ 
venge!  '  •'  ;i:|$ 

Sir  Sol.  My  Dear !  my  good  Vertuous  injur’d  Dear,  be  patient.; 

for  here  has  been  fuch  wicked  doings - 

L.  Sad.  OTorture!  do  you  own  it  too  I  ’tis  well  my  Love  pro¬ 
tects  you — but  for  this  Wretch !  thisMonfter !  this  Sword  (hall  do 
me  Juftice  on  her.  [Runs  at  Wifh.  with  Sir  Solomon’/  Sword . 

Sir  Sol.  O.hold!  my  poor  miftaken  Dear! - This  horrid 

Jade  (the  Gods  can  tell), is  innocent  for  me but  (he  has  had  it 
feems,  aftrong  Dog  in  the  Clofet  here  (which  I  fufpe&ing)  put 
my  felf  into  his  place,  and  had  almoft  trapt  her  in  the  very  im¬ 
pudence  of  her  Iniquity. 

JL  Sad.  How ! - I’m  glad  to  find  he  dares  not  own  *twa# 

his  Jealoufie  of  me -  [Ajide.  { 

Wijh.  (Kneeling.)  Dear  Madam,  I  hope  your  LadyChip  will 
pardon  the  Liberty  I  took  in  your  Abfence,  in  bringing  my  Lo¬ 
ver  into  your  Ladylhip’s  Chamber  5  but  I  did  not  think  you  wou’d 
come  home  from  Prayers  fo  foon,  and  fo  I  was  forc’d  to  hide  him 
in  that  Clofet  *  but  my  Matter  fufpe&ing  the  bufinefs  it  feems, 
turn’d  him  out  unknown  to  me,  and  then  put  himfelf  there,  and 
fo  had  a  mind  to  difcover  whether  there  was  any  harm  between  us, 
and  fo  becaufe  he  fancy ’d  I  had  been  naught  with  him. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay  my  Dear,  and  the  Jade  was  fo  confoundedly  fond 
of  me,  that  I  grew  out  of  all  Patience,  and  fell  upon  her  like  a  Fury. 

L.  Sad.  Horrid  Creature,  and  does  (he  think  to  (lay  a  Minute 
in  the  Family,  after  fuch  Impudence ! 

Sir  Sol.  Hold,  my  Dear - for  if  this  (hou’d  be  the  Man 

that  is.  to  mar  jy  her — ye.  know  there  maybe  no  barm  done  yet. 
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Wifi.  Yes,  it  was  he  indeed.  Madam. 

Sir  Sol.  [Afidi]  I  mud  not  let  the  Jade  be  turn’d  away,  for 
fear  (he  fliou’d  put  it  in  my  Wife’s  Head,  that  I  hid  my  felf  to  dif- 
cover  her  Ladyfhip,  and  then  the  Devil  wou’d  not  be  able  to 
live  in  the  Houfe  with  her. 

Wifi.  Now,Sir,  you  know,  what  I  can  tell  of  you.  [ ’Afide  to  S.  Sol. 

Sir  Sol.  Mum !  its  a  good  Girl !  there’s  a  Guinea  for  you.  [Afide . 

L.  Sad.  Well,  upon  your  Interceffion,  my  Dear,  I’ll  Pardon  her 
this  fault:  But  pray,  Miftrefs,  let  me  hear  of  no  more  fuch  do¬ 
ings.  I  am  fo  diforder’d  with  this  fright - fetch  my  Prayer- 

book,  I’ll  endeavour  to  compofe  my  felf.  [Exit  Lady  S ad. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay  do  fo !  that’s  my  good  Dear - What  two  blef- 

fed  efcapes  have  I  had !  to  find  my  felf  no  Cuckold  at  lad,  and 
(which  had  been  equally  terrible)  my  Wife  not  know  I  wrong¬ 
fully  fufpe&ed  her - well !  at  length  I  am  fully  convinc’d  of 

her  Vertue - and  now  if  I  can  but  cut  off  the  abominable 

Expence,  that  attends  fome  of  her  Impertinent  Acquaintance,  I 
(hall  (hew  my  felf  a  Machiaval. 

Re-enter  Wifhwell. 

Wijh.  Sir,  here’s  my  Lady  Dainty  come  to  wait  upon  my  Lady. 

Sir  Sol.  I’m  forry  for’t  with  all  my  Heart - why  did  you 

fay  fne  was  within. 

.  Wifi.  Sir,  (he  did  not  ask  if  (he  was  5  but  (he’s  never  deny’d 
to  her.  ' 

I  "Sir  Sol.  Gad  fo!  why  then  if  you  pleafe  to  leave  her  Ladyfhip 
to  me,  i’ll  begin  with  her  now. 

Wifhwell  brings  in  Lady  Dainty. 

L.  D.  Sir  Solomon ,  your  very  humble  Servant. 

Sir  6V;/.  O  yours,  yours,  Madam.  ^ 

L.  D.  .Where’s  my  Lady? 

SirSW.  Where  your  Ladyfhip  very  feldom  is-- — at  Prayers. 

L.  D.  Huh !  huh  !  you  keep  your  Old  humour  hill  I  fee,  of 
endeavouring  to  fpeak  home  Truths  3  but  I  think  you  common¬ 
ly  guefs  wrong:  For  you  muftknow,  that  I  have  bought  me  the 
prettied  Atlas  Cufhions  with  Gold  Taffels  on  purpofe  to  Kneel 
upon. 

Sir  Sol.  Not  unlikely,  Madam  you  fine  Ladies  have  a  great 
many  fine  things,  that  you  never,  life  —  for  I  don’t  remember  I 
1  have  feen  you,  or  your  Cudiions.at  Church  thefe  three  Weeks. 

L.  D.  Never  mils,  never  mifsif  I  am  in  any  fort  of  condition 
to  huh,  huh,  endure  the  Air:  Tho’  indeed  a  Sunday  is  very  apt 
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to  give  one  the  Spleen,  or  the  Vapours - but  if  I  am  not 

there  my  felf,  I  conftantly  fend  my  Woman  to  fee  how  the  Fa- 
flnions  alter. 

Sir  Sol.  I  cry  your  Mercy,  Madam,  i  did  not  know  that  that 
was  your  Mode-Market  Day  before. 

L.  D.  Sir,  the  greateft  Diftinttion  of  People  of  Quality  is,  that 
they  make  every  thing  eafy  to  ’em. 

Sir&>/.  Yes,  yes,  being  in  the  Mode  I  fee,  will  let  one  into 
notable  Privileges. 

Enter  Lady  Sadlife. 

L.  Sad.  My  dear  Lady  Dainty  ! 

L.  D.  Dear  Madam,  I  am  the  happieft  Perfon  alive  in  finding 
your  Ladyfhip  at  home. 

Sir  Sol.  So !  Now  for  a  Torrent  of  Impertinence. 

L.  Sad.  Your  Ladyfhip  does  me  a  great  deal  of  Honour. 

L.D.  I  am  Pure  I  do  my  felf  a  great  deal  of  Pleafure:  I  have 
made  at  leaft  twenty  Vifits  to  Day,  aed  not  above  five  of ’em 
were  at  home  $  and  meeting  with  a  Reafonable  Creature  at  laft, 
is  like  the  Pleafure  of  Unlacing,  after  being  fqueez’d  up  in  "a 
ftrait  pair  of  Stays  at  a  Birthday. 

L.  Sad.  Some  Vifits  are  indeed  ftrangely  Fatiguing. 

L.  D.  O !  I’m  quite  Dead !  not  but  my  Coach  is  very  eafy — 
yet  fo  much  perpetual  Motion'’ - you  know - - 

Sir  Sol.  Ah,  Pax  of  your  Diforder - if  I  had  the  providing 

your  Equipage,  ods  zooks  you  (hood  rumble  to  your  Vifits  in  a 
Wheelbarrow.  [ [Aj/de . 

L.  Sad.  Was  you  at  my  Lady  Dutchefles  ? 

L.  D.  A  little  while. 

L.  Sad.  Had  Che  a  great  Circle  ? 

L.  D.  Extream  — — I  was  not  able  to  bear  the  Breath  of  fo 
much  Company. 

L.  Sad.  Pray  who  had  you  } 

L.  D.  Every  Body - my  Lady  Toilet,  Lady  Patchit,  Mrs. 

Peepers ,  Lady  Whiterr>afoy  Mrs.  Laiton,  Lady  Steinkirk ,  both  the 
Miftrefs  Favorites,  Lady  Jumps,  and  the  Dutchefs  of  Falbala. 

L.  Sad.  You  did  not  Dine  there  >_ 

L.  D.  Oh !  I  can’t  touch  any  Body’s  Dinner  but  my  own - 

and  I  have  almoft  kill’d  my  felf  this  Week  for  want  of  my  ufual 
Glafs  of  Toccay  after  my  Ortolans ,  and  Mofccvy  Duck  Eggs. 

Si?  Sol.  Zbud,  if  I  had  the  feeding  of  you,  I’d  bring  yon  in  a 
Fortnight  to  Neck  Beef,  and  a  Pot  of  plain  Bub,  L,  D> 
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L .  D.  Then  T  have  been  fo  forfeited  with  the  fight  of  a  hide¬ 
ous  City  Entertainment  to  Day  at  my  Lady  Cormorant's,  who 
knows  no  other  Happinefs,  or  way  of  making  one  Welcome, 
than  Eating,  or  Drinking  5  I  was  ready  to  fwoon  at  the  fight  of 
her  Table,  being  juft  come  out  of  the  frefh  Air. 

L.  Sad.  Pray  how  was  it  fill’d,  Madam  > 

L.  D.  At  the  upper  End  father  Ladyfoip,  and  at  each  Elbow 


a  Daughter,  with  Arms  dike  Ploughmen,  -freckled  like  Turkey 

Eggs,  and  Cheeks  like  Catherine  Pears - they  were  enough  to 

beat  one  down  with  the  coarfe  Pores  of  tbeirSkin  (  Huh !  huh ! 

L.  Sad.  O!  Frightful ! - but  pray  j*b  on. 

Sir  Sol.  In  my  Confidence,  their  daily  Converfation  is  made  up 
of  nothing  but  impudent  Fleering  at  lioneft  People,  that  don’t 
know  as  many  ways  of  being  Foppiftily  vicious,  as  them- 
felves.  ‘  [Afide. 

L.D.  At  the  lower  end  was  an  unlick’d  thing,  (he  call’d  Son — 
l  fuppofe  by  her  firft  Venture,  that  fat  all  the  while  with  his 
Mouth  gaping  wide,  not  having  from  Nature,  Wit  enough  to 
fetch  his  Breath  through  his  Nofe. 

L.  Sad.  Ha  1  ha  * 

L.  D.  The  Table,  or  rather  Larder,  was  fill’d  with  Hams, 
Roafted  Pullets,  and  Turkey  Pies,  with  a  great  Chefhire  Cheefe 
in  the  middle,  that  rival’d  every  one  in  bulk  but  her  Ladyftiip} 
and  a  large  Tankard  of  Strong  Beer  Nutmeg  and  Sugar,  enough 
to  Fuddle  a  Grand  jury,  or  carry  an  Intereft  at  an  Ele&ion. 

1.  Sad.  A  true  Englifl)  Homebred  Family. 

L.  D  in  every  Circumftance:  For  tho’  (hefaw  I  was  juft  faint¬ 
ing  at  her  vaft  Limbs  of  Butchers  Meat — yet  the  civil  Savage 
forc’d  me  to  fit  down,  and  heap’d  enough  upon  my  Plate  to 
Vi&ual  a  Fleet  for  an  Eafi  India  Voyage. 

L.  Sad.  How  con’d  you  bear  it  ?  Ha  !  ha  1 

Sir  Sol.  Zbud !  I  han’t  Patience - Pray,  Madam,  is  it  among 

the  Rules  of  your  this  End  of  the  Town  Breeding,  to  laugh  at 
your  Friends  for  making  you  heartily  Welcome  ? 

L.  D.  Sir  Solomon  l  ’tis  impoffible  to  fee  the  Titles  of  .Quality 
join’d  with  foch  Mob  Difpofitions,  without  eating  ones  Spleen 
a  little:  And  nothing  Diftinguifties  the  Commons  fo  much  as 
their  grofs  Feeding :  I  never  knew  a  true  Plebeian^  that  had  not 
an  odious  vaft  Stomach  huh  !  huh ! 


Sir 
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La.  Da.  Your  Lady  (hip  knows  the  Elegance  of  Li!e. 

La.  Sad.  Does  your  Ladyfhip  never  go  to  the  Play, 

La.  Da.  Never,  but  when  Ibefpeak  ic  my  Self,  and  then  not 
to  mind  the  A&ors  for  its  common  to  love  Sights :  My  great 
Diverhon  is  in  a  Repos’d  Pofture,  to  turn  my  Eyes  upon  the  Gal  - 
leries,  and  blefs  my  felf  to  hear  the  happy  Savages  Laugh  —  or 
when  an  Awkard  Citizen  Crowds  her  felt  in  among  us  —  *tis  an 
unfpeakable  Pleafure  to  Contemplate  her  Airs  and  Drefs.  —  And 
they  never  (cape  me  —  for  I  am  as  Apprehenfive  of  fuch  a 
Creature’s  coming  near  me,  as  fome  People  are  when  a  Cat  is  in 
the  Roome~ ’  but  the  Play  is  begun  I  believe,  and  if  your  La¬ 
dyfhip  has  an  Inclination  Til  wait  upon  you. 

La.  Sad.  I  think  Madam  we  can’t  do  better,  and  here  comes 
Mr.  Car  clefs,  raoft  Opportunely  to  Squire  us.— — - 

Sir  Sol.  Carelefs!  I  don’t  know  him,  but  my  Wife  do’s,  and 
that’s  as  well! 

Enter  Carelefs. 

Care.  Ladies  your  Servant — Teeing  your  Coach  at  the  Door, 
Madam,  made  me  not  able  to  refift  this  Opportunity  to  —  to  — 
you  know  Madam,  there’s  no  time  to  be  loft  in  Love.  Sir 
Solomon  your  Servant.  —  Sir  Sol.  O  yours  !  yours  Sir !  A  very 
Impudent  Fellow,  and  I’m  in  hopes  will  Marry  her.  [Afide~\ 

La.  Da.  The  AfTurance  of  this  Creature  almoft  grows  Di¬ 
verting  ^  All  one  can  do  can’t  make  him  the  leaft  fenfible  of  a 
DHcouragement. 

La.  Sad.  Try  what  Compliance  will  do,  perhaps,  that  may 
Fright  him  ? 

La.  Da.  If  it  were  not  too  Dear  a  Remedy — one  would  al¬ 
moft  do  any  thing  to  get  rid  of  his  Company. 

Care.  Which  you  never  will  Madam,  till  you  Marry  me,  de¬ 
pend  npon’t :  Do  that,  and  I’ll  trouble  you  no  more. 

Sir  Sol.  This  Fellow’s  Abominable!  He’ll  certainly  have  her* 

•  -  MMO 

La.  Da.  There’s  no  depending  upon  your  Word,  or  elfe  I 
might:  for  the  laft  time  Ifaw  you,  you  told  me  then  you  wou’d 
trouble  me  no  more.  j  \ 

Care .  Ay,  that’s  true  Madam,  but  to  keep  ones  Word  yon 
know  looks  like  a  Trades- man. 

Sir  Sol.  Impudent  Rogue  !  but  he’ll  have  her.— -  [_AfdeC\ 

Care.  And  is  as  much  below  a  Gentleman,  as  Paying  ones  Debts. 

H  Sir 
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Sir  Sol ,  If  be  is  not  Hang’d  firft.  —  [>4yfofc.] 

Ore.  Befides  Madam,  I  confider’d  that  my  Abfence  might  en¬ 
danger  your  Conftitution,  which  is  fo  very  Tender,  that  no¬ 
thing  but  Love  can  fave  it,  and  fo  I  wou’d  e’n  advife  you  to 
throw  away  your  Juleps,  your  Cordials,  and  Slops,  and  take 
me  all  at  once. 

La.  Da.  No  Sir,  Bitter  Potions  are  not  to  be  taken  foTuddenly. 

Care.  Oh  /  to  Choofe  Madam,  for  if  you  ftand  making  of 
Faces,  and  Kecking  againft  it,  you!  but  increafe  your  Averfion, 
and  delay  the  Cure.  Come,  come  you  muft  be  advis’d. 

[Prejjing  herd] 

La.  Da.  What  mean  you  Sir } 

Care.  To  Banifli  all  your  Ails,  and  be  my  felf  your  Univer- 
ial  Medicine. 

Sir  Sol.  Well  faid  /  he’ll  have  her. 

La  Da.  Impudent  Robuft  Man !  I  proteft  did  not  I  know  his 
Family,  Ifhou’d  think  his  Parents  had  not  Liv’d  in  Chairs  and 
Coaches,  but  had  us’d  their  Limbs  all  their  Lives/  Huh!  huh/ 
but  I  begin  to  be  perfwaded  Health  is  a  great  Blefling.  [AfideJJ 

Care.  My  Limbs  Madam,  were  Convey’d  to  me  from  before 
the  ufe  of  Chairs  and  Coaches,  and  it  might  leffen  the  Dignity 
of  my  Anceftors,  not  to  ufe  them  as  they  did. 

La.  Da.  Was  ever  fuch  a  Rude  Underftanding )  to  value 
himfelf  upon  the  Barbarifm  of  his  Fore-Fathers — Indeed  I  have 
heard  of  Kings  that  were  Bred  to  the  Plough,  and  I  fancy  you 
•might  Defcencl  from  fuch  a  Race :  for  you  Court  as  if  you  were 
behind  one — -Huh!  huh!  huh!  To  treat  a  Woman  of  Quality 
like  an  Exchange  Wench,  and  Exprefs  your  Pafilon  with  your 
Arms,  Unpolifh’t  Man. 

Care.  I  was  willing  Madam,  to  take  from  the  Vulgar,  the  on¬ 
ly  defireable  thing  among  ’em,  and  fhew  you —  how  they  five 
fo  Healthy - for  they  have  no  other  Remedy. 

La.  Da.  A  very  rough  Medicine!  hull!  huh/ 

Care.  To  thofe  that  never  took  it,  it  may  feem  fo - - 

La.  Da.  Abandon’d  Ravifher !  Oh!  [StritgllngT^ 

Sir  Sol.  He  has  her.  [Ajide.'] 

La.  Da.  Leave  the  Room,,  and  fee  my  Face  no  more. 

Care ,  and  is  going.'] 

La.  Da.  And  hark  ye  Sir,  no  Bribes,  no  Mediations  to  my 
Woman. 

.  Care. 
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Care ,  [Bom,  and  Sighs!] 

La.  Da.  Thou  Profligate  !  to  Hug!  to  Clafp!  to  Embrace 
and  Throw  your  Robuft  Arms  about  me  like  a  Vulgar,  and  In¬ 
delicate!  Oh!  I  Faint  with  Apprehension  of  fo  grofs  an 
Add  refs.  [She  Faints,  and  Care.  Catches  her] 

Care.  O  my  Offended  Fair ! 

La.  Da.  Inhumane!  Ravifher !  Oh!  [Care.  Carry  s  her  off. 

Sir  S  ol.  He  has  her!  She’s  undone!  He  hasher.  [Exit. after  tlfe'tn. 

La.  Sad.  This  is  one  of  the  mod  extraordinary  Love  Scenes 
I  ever  faw  :  I  never  cou’d  find  a  Womans  Fantask  wou'd  run 
high  enough  tooppofe  her  Secret  Inclination  before  :  But  I  fan¬ 
cy  by  this  time  her  Lady  (hips  Delicacy  wou’d  be  glad  to  com¬ 
pound  for  a  little  of  the  Vulgar.  [Exit. 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Sylvia. 

Cla.  Well :  Coufin,  what  do  you  think  of  your  Gentleman 
now  > 

Syl.  I  fancy  Madam,  that  wou’d  be  as  proper  a  Quedion  to 
ask  you:  For  really  I  don’t  fee  any  great  reafon  to  alter  my. 
Opinion  of  him  yet - 

Cla.  Now  I  could  dafli  her  at  once,  and  (hew  it  her  under  his 
own  Hand,  that  his  Name’s  Standfast ,  and  that  he’ll  be  here  in 
a  Quarter  of  an  Hour  * - but  let  her  goon  a  little :  [AfideC] 

Syl.  Pray  Coufin,  have  you  any  particular  Reafon  to  be  fo 
Cheerful  ? 

Cla.  You’ll  pardon  me,  if  I  own  a  little  of  my  Sexes  Malice 
my  Dear.  For  a  W oman  that  won't  be  convinc’d  of  the  Infide¬ 
lity  of  her  Lover,  when  her  Friend  allures  her  of  it  from  her 
own  Knowledge,  is  to  me  the  mod  Unfortunate  Figure  in  Na¬ 
ture  !  Ha  !  ha !  ha ! 

Syl.  I  have  two  or  three  Lines  in  my  Pocket,  that  wou’d 
drangely  damp  this  Pertnefs  ^  but  I  ratherthink  it  affededp  and 
won’t  (hew  it  till  I  am  fure  — — -  [Ajtde!]  Methinks  Coufin  we 
need  not  either  of  us  give  our  felves  any  of  thefe  Violent  Airs: 
For  I  fancy  the  Gentlemans,  next  Appearance  will  extreamly 
take  down  the  Vanity  of  one  of  us. 

Cla.  Ha  !  ha  !  Ay  !  ay  !  That  it  will  I’m  Pofitive. 

Syl.  You  mud  certainly  be  deceiv’d  into  fome  fecret  Reafon 
for  your  being  fo  very  pofitive. 

Cla.  Deceiv’d  Madam !  It  I  had  no  Reafon  but  what’s  writ 
\  H  2 
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in  my  Face,  I  fancy,  with  fubmiffion  to  your  Ladyfliips  Beauty, 
that  alone  might  juftify  my  Confidence. 

Syl.  Your  Face !  — •  And  have  you  really  no  better  Security  ? 

Cla.  Better,  Ha!  ha!  Yes,  yes:  I  have  a  better  Madam,  I 

have  your  Face - -  look  but  in  the  Honeft  Glals,  and  tell 

me  what  l  fhou’d  be  afraid  on  ?  Ha  !  ha !  ha  ! 

Syl.  No  Madam,  l  need  not  do  that,  I  remember  enough  of 
my  Face,  to  know  it  is  not  in  any  one  Charm  like  yours  — ~ 
Thanks  to  Indulgent  Nature.  [ Lifting  up  her  Hands  and  Eyes . 

Cla .  Heally  Coufin,  you  have  one  Quality  I  envy  you 
for:  For  to  be  extravagantly  vain,  is  certainly  the  firft  State  of 
Happinefs. 

Syl.  Keally  I  think  fo  too,  and  therefore  won’t  undeceive 
your  Vanity,  becaufe  ’twou’d  bee  giving  my  Friend  too  Barba¬ 
rous  a  Mortification. 

Cla.  Well!  we  are  ftrangely  Good  Natur’d :  for  let  me  Dye- 
Child  if  I  have  not  . juft  the  fame  Tendernefs  for  you. 

Syl.  Lard  !  How  (lull  we  do  to  requite  one  another? 

Cla.  I  Vow  I  don’t  think  l  ought  to  refufe  you  any  Service  in 
my  Power  ^  therefore  if  you  think  it  worth  your  while  not  to 
be  out  of  Countenance  when  the  Collonel  comes,  I  wou’d  ad- 
vifeyou  to  withdraw  now^  for  if  you  dare  take  his  own  Word 
for  it,  he  will  be  here  in  three  Minutes,  as  this  may  convince 
you.  [Gives  a  Letter .] 

Syl.  What’s  here?  a  Letter  from  Collonel  Standfaji — really 
Coufin  1  have  nothing  to  fity  to  him  —  Mr.  Freemans  the  Per- 
fon  I’m  concern’d  for,  and  I  exped  to  fee  him  here  in  a  Quarter 
of  an  Hour. 

Cla.  Then  you  don’t  believe  them  both  the  fame  Perfon  ? 

Syl  Not  by  their  Hands  or  Style  l  can  allure  you,  as  this  may 
convince  you.  ~  [ Gives  a  Letter.' ] 

CU.  Ha !  The  Hand  is  different  indeed  — -  I  fcarce  know 
what  to  think  :  and  yet  1’m.fure  my  Eyes  were  not  deceiv’d. 

Syl.  Come  Coufin,  let’s  be  a  little  cooler,  ’tis  not  impoffible 
but  we  may  have  both  laugh’d  at  one  another  to  no  purpofe  — 
for  1  am  confident  they  are  two  Perfons. 

Cla.  1  can’t  tell  that,  but  I’m  fare  here  comes  one  of  ’em. 

Enter  A  tall  as-Cor.  Stand  faff. 

Syl.  Ha! 

At.  Hey !  Bombard,  (there  they  are  Faith-1 )  bid  the  Chariot 

fet 
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fet  up,  and  call  again  about  One  or  Two  in  the  Morning 
You  fee  Madam,  what  *tis  to  give  an  Impudent  Fellow  the  lead 
Encouragement :  I  am  refolv’d  now  to  make  a  Night  on’t  with  you. 

Cla .  I  am  afraid  Collonel  we  (hall  have  much  ado  to  be  Good 
Company,  for  we  are  two  Women  to  one  Man  you  lee,  and  if 
we  fiiou’d  both  have  a  Fancy  to  have  you  Particular,  I  doubt 
you’d  make  but  Bungling  Work  on’t. 

At.  I  warrant  you  we  will  pafs  our  time  like  Gods : 
Two  Ladies  and  One  Man  5  the  prettied:  fet  for  Ombre  in  the 

Univerfe - -Come!  come!  Cards!  Cards!  Cards!  and  Tea, 

that  I  infift  upon. 

Chi.  Well  Sir,  If  my  Coufin  will  make  one,  I  wont  balk  your 
Good  Humour.  [Turning  Svl.  to  Face  him/] 

At.  Is  the  Lady  your  Relation,  Madam  - I  beg  the  Ho¬ 

nour  to  be  known  to  her ) 

C/a.  O  Sir !  that  I’m  Cure  (lie  can’t  refufe  you - -  Coufin 

this  is  Coll.  Sttmdfafl :  [Laughs  afide.]  I  hope  now  file’s  convinc’d.. 

Afr  Your  Pardon  Madam,  .  if  I  am  a  little  particular  in  my 
defire  to  be  known  to  any  or  this  Ladys  Relations.  [Salute/] 

SyL  You’l  certainly  deferve  mine  Sir*  by  being  always  parti¬ 
cular  to  that  Lady  — — 

At.  Gh  Madam!  Tall,  lall:  [Turns  away  and  Sings/] 

Syl.  This  Afiurance  is  beyond  Example.  [A fide.] 

Cla.  How  do  yon  do  Coufin  ? 

Syl.  Beyond  Bearing  — — — ~  but  not  Incurable.  [A fide.] 

Cla.  [Afide.]  Now  can’t  I  find  in  my  Heart  to  give  him  one 
angry  Word  for  his  Impudence  to  me  this  Morning,  the  Plea- 
fure  of  feeing  my  Rival  mortified,  makes  tire  ftrangely  Good* 
Natur’d. 

At.  [  Turning.  Familiarly  to  Cla :  ]  Upon  my  Soul  you  are 
provokingly  Hatidfome  to  Day.  Ah  Gad!  why  is  not  it  High 
Treafon  for  any  Beautiful  Woman  to  Marry. 

Cla.  What  wou’d  you  have  us  all  lead  Apes  ? 

At.  Not  one  of  you,  by  all  that’s  lovely - do  you  think  we 

cou’d  not  find  you  better  Employment  >  Death !  what  a  Hand  is 
here  ?  — -  Gad  !  I  fiiall  grow  Foolifii ! 

Cla.  Stick  to  your  Afiurance,  and  you  are  in  no  Danger. 

At.  Why,  then  in  Obedience  to  your  Commands,,  prithee  an- 
fwer  me  fincerely  one  Queftion  ?  How  long  do  you  really  do 
fign  to  make  me  Dangle  thus )  ' 

Cla.  Why 


54- 


The  Double  Gallant,  or 


Cla.  Why  really  I  can’t  juft  fet  you  a  Time':  but  when  you 
are  a  weary  of  your  Service,  come  to  me  with  a  Six  Pence  and 
Modefty,  and  i’ll  give  you  a  Dilcharge. 

At.  ThouInfolenC,  Provoking,  Handfome  Tyrant. 

Cla.  Come!  let  me  go - this  is  not  a  very  Civil  way  of 

Entertaining  my  Coufin  methinks. 

At.  I  beg  her  Pardon  indeed  [Bowing  to  Syl.]  But  Lovers 
you  know  Madam  may  plead  a  fort  of  excufe  for  being  lingular 
when  the  Favourite  Fairs  in  Company  — —  But  we  vvere  talk¬ 
ing  of  Cards  Ladies  ? 

Cl  a.  Coufin,  what  fay  you  ? 

Syl.  I  had  rather  you  wou’d  excufe  me,  I  am  a  little  unfit  for 
'Play  at  this  time. 

At.  What  a  valuable  Virtue  is  AfTurance  !  Now  am  I  as 
Intrepid  as  a  Lawyer  at  the  Bar.  f  A  fide. 

Cla.  Blefs  me  !  You  are  not  well: 

Syl.  I  (hall  be  prefentiy - -  Pray  Sir  give  me  leave  to  ask 

•  you  a  Queftion  ? 

At.  So  !  Now  it’s  a  coming.  [AjtdeC]  Freely  Madam.  -  - 

Syl.  Look  on  me  well :  Have  you  never  feen  my  Face  before  } 

At.  Upon  my  Word  Madam,  I  can’t  recoiled  that  I  have. 

Syl.  Pm  fatisfied. 

At.  But  pray  Madam,  why  may  you  ask  > 

Syl.  Pm  too  much  Diforder’d  now  to  tell  you  - - But  if 

Tm  not  Deceiv’d,  Pm  Miferable.  [Weeps. 

At.  This  is  ftrange  - —  How  her  Concern  Tranfports  me> 

Cla.  Her  Fears  have  touch’d  me,  and  half  perfwade  me  to  re¬ 
venge  ’em - Come  Coufin  be  eafie,  I  fee  you  are  convinc’d 

he  is  the  fame,  and  now  Pll  prove  my  felf  a  Friend. 

Syl.  I  know  not  what  to  think  —  my  Senfes  are  Con¬ 
founded:  Their  Features  are  indeed  the  fame  5  and  yet  there’s 
fomething  in  their  Air,  their  Drefs  and  Manner,  ftrangely  dif¬ 
ferent  :  But  be  it  as  it  will,  all  Right  to  him  in  prefence  I  Dif- 
claim,  and  yield  to  you  for  ever. 


At.  O  Charming  !  Joyful  Grief. 


\_Afide. 


Cla.  No  Coufin,  believe  it,  both  our  Senfes  cannot  be  de¬ 
ceiv’d,  he’s  individually  the  fame  :  And  fince  he  dares  be  bafe 
.  to  you,  he’s  Miferable  indeed,  if  Flatter’d  with  a  diftant  Hope 
of  me  :  I  know  his  Perfon  and  his  Falfhood  both  too  well  3  and 
you  (hall fee,  will  as  becomes  your  Friend,  Refentit. 

At.  What 


55 


the  Sick  Lady’s  Cure- 

At.  What  means  this  Strangenefs  Madam  ?  - 

Cla.  1*11  tell  you  Sir,  and  to  ufe  few  Words,  Know  then, 
this  Lady  and  my  Self  have  born  your  Faithlefs  Infolence  and 
Artifice  too  long  :  But  that  you  may  not  think  to  impofe  on 
me,  at  lead:,  I  defire  you  wou'd  leave  the  Houfe,  and  from  this 
moment  never  fee  me  more. 

At.  Madam!  What!  what!  is  all  this  ?  Riddle  me  Riddle 
me  Re, 

For  the  Devil  take  mp^ 

For  ever  from  thee , 

If  I  can  Divine  ivhat  this  Riddle  can  be  ! 

Syl.  Not  Mov’d,  Fm  more  amaz’d. 

At.  Pray  Madam,  in  the  Name  of  Common  Senfe,  let  me 
know  in  two  Words,  what  the  real  meaning  of  your  lad:  Ter¬ 
rible  Speech  was,  and  if  I  don’t  make  you  a  Plain,  Honed:, 
Reafonable  Anfwer  to  it,  be  pleas’d  the  next  Minute  to  Blot  my 
Name  out  of  your  Table  Book,  never  more  to  be  Enroll’d  in  the 
Senfelefs  Catalogue  of  thofe  vain  Coxcombs,  that  Impudently 
hope  to  come  into  your  Favour. 

Cla.  This  Infolence  grows  Tedious :  What  end  can  you  pro- 
pofe  by  this  Affurance  ? - 

At.  Hey  day  !  - 

Syl.  Hold  Coufin  —  one  Moments  Patience,  I’ll  fend  this 
Minute  again  to  Mr.  Freeman ,  and  if  he  does  not  immediately 
appear,  the  Difpute  will  need  njp  farther  Argument. 

At.  Mr.  Fi  'eeman  !  Who  the  Devil’s  he  ?  What,  what  have 
I  to  do  with  him  ! 

Syl .  I’ll  foon  inform  you  Sir,  [Going yneets  W ifhwelj  entring,  . 

Wijk.  Madam  here’s  a  Footman  mightily  out  of  Breath,  fays 
he  belongs  to  Mr.  Freeman ,  and  defires  very  earneftly  to  fpeak 
.  with  you. 

Syl.  Mr. Freeman !  Pray  bid  him  come  in  —  what  can  this  mean? 

At.  You’l  feeprefently.  (. Afide .)  [Re-enter  Wifhwel  with  Finder. 

Cla.  Ha ! 

Syl.  Come  hither  Friend,  do  you  belong  to  Mr.  Freeman  ? 

Find.  Yes  Madam,  and  my  Poor  Mafter  gives  his  humble  Ser¬ 
vice  to  your  Ladyfhip,  and  begs  your  Pardon  for  not  waiting 
on  you  according  to  his  Promife  :  which  he  would  certainly 
have  done,  but  for  an  Unfortunate  Accident. 

Syl.  What’s  the  matter. 
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Find.  As  he  was  coming  out  of  his  Lodgings  to  pay  his  Duty 
to  you  Madam,  a  Parcel  of  Fellows  Set  upon  him,  and  (aid  they 
had  a  Warrant  againft  him  3  and  fo,  becaufe  the  Rafails  began  to 
be  Savvey  with  him,  and  my  Maher  knowing  he  did  net  Owe  a 
Shilling  in  the  World,  he  Drew  to  defend  himfelf,  and  in  the 
Scuffle,'  the  Bloody  Villains  Run  one  of  their  Swords  quite 
through  his  Arm:  but  the  bed  of  the  Jeff  was,  Madam,  that  as 
foon  as  they  got  him  into  aHoufe,  and  fent  fora  Surgeon,  he 
prov’d  to  be  the  wrong  Perfon,  for  their  Warrant  it  feems  was 
againft  a  Poor  Scoundrel,  that  happens  they  fay  to  be  very  like 
him,  one  Col.  StandfaJ}. 

At.  Say  you  fo  Mr.  Dog  — if  your  Mafter  had  been  here,  I 
wou’d  have  given  him  as  much.  [Gives  him  a  Box  on  the  Ear. 

Find.  O  Lord!  Pray  Madam  fave  me  -  I  did  not  fpeak  a 
word  to  the  Gentleman. - O  the  Devil!  this  muft  be  the  De¬ 

vil  in  the  likenefs  of  my  Mafter  > 

Cla.  I’m  Startled  ? 

Syl.  Is  this  Gentleman  fo  very  like  him  fay  you? 

Find.  Like  Madam  ?  ay,  as  one  Box  of  th  e  Ear  is  to  another, 
only  I  think  Madam,  my  Mafter’s  Nofe  is  a  little,  little  higher. 

-Syl.  Now  Ladies  I  prefume  the  Riddles  folv’d. 

At.  Hark  you,  where  is  your  Mafter  Rafcal  ? 

Find.  Mafter  Rafcal !  Sir  my  Mafter’s  Name’s  Freeman ,  and 
I’m  a  Free-born  Englifl)  Man,  and  I  muft  tell  you  Sir,  that  I  don’t 
ufe  to  take  fuch  Arbitrary  Socks  of  the  Face  from  any  Man,  that 
does  not  pay  me  Wages:  And  fo  my  Mafter  will  tell  you  too, 
when  he  Comes  Sir.  ./  \  - 

Syl.  Will  he  be  here  then  ? 

Find.  This  Minute  Madam,  he  only  ftays  to  have  his  Wound 
Dreft  5 

At.  I’m  refolved  1*41  ftay  that  Minute  out,  if  he  does  not 
come  till  Midnight. 

Find.  A  Pox  of  his  Mettle — when  his  Hand’s  in,  he  makes 
no  Difference  between' Jeft  and  Earned  I  find  —  If  he  does  not 
Pay  me  Well  for  this,  ’Egad  he  (hall  tell  the  next  for  him- 
fe  £  C A/tde."] 

Find.  Has  your  Ladyftiip  any  Commands  to  my  Mafter  Madam. 

Syl-  Yes,  pray  give  him  my  humble  Service,  fay  I’m  forry 
for  his  Misfortune,  and  if  lie  thinks  'twill  do  his  Wound  no 
harm,  I  beg  by  all  means  he  may  tie  brought  hither  immediately. 

Find .  Shall 
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Find  ’Shah  !  his  Wound  Madam,  I  know  he  does  not  va¬ 
lue  it  of  a  Rufh:  for  he’ll  have  the  Devil  and  all  of  A&ions  a- 
gainft  the  Rogues,  for  falfe  Imprifonment,  and  fmart  Mony— 
Ladies  I  kifs  your  Hands  —  Sir  I* — 'nothing  at  all. -  [Exit. 

At.  [ Ajide.~\  The  Dog  has  done  it  rarely,  for  a  Lye  upon  the 
ftretch  I  don’t  know  a  better  Rafcal  in  Europe. 

Enter  an  Officer. 

Off.  Ay !  Now  I’m  fure  I’m  right—  is  not  your  Name  Coll, 
Standfaji  Sir  ? 

At.  Yes  Sir,  what  then. 

Off.  Then  you  are  my  Prifoner  Sir.— — 

At.  Your  Prifoner,  who  the  Devil  are  you  ?  a  Bayliffe  ?  I 
don’t  Owe  a  Shilling. 

Off.  I  don’t  care  if  you  don’t  Sir,  I  have  a  Warrant  againft 
you  for  high  Treafon,  and  I  muft  have  you  away  this  Minute. 

At.  Look  you  Sir, depend  upon’t,this  is  butfome  impertinent 
malicious  Profecution  :  You  may  venture  to  (lay  a  Quarter  of 
an  Hour  I’m  fure,  I  have  fome  Bufinefs  here  till  then,  that  con¬ 
cerns  me  nearer  than  my  Life. - 

CU.  Have  but  fo  much  Patience,  and  I’ll  fatisfie  you  for  your 
Civility. 

0/:  I  cou’d  not  (fay  a  Quarter  of  an  Hour  Madam,  if  you’d 
give  me  five  hundred  Pound. 

Syl.  Can’t  you  take  Bail  Sir? 

Off.  Bail !  no !  no  ! 

Cla.  Whether  muft  he  be  Carried  ? 

Off.  To  my  Houfe,  till  he’s  Examined  before  the  Council. 

Cla.  Where  is  your  Houfe  > 

Off.  Juft  by  the  Secretarys  Office,  every  Body  knows  Mr. 
Loc\um  the  Meffenger — come  Sir. 

At.  I  can’t  ftir  yet  indeed  Sir.  [Lays  his  Hand  on  his  Sword. 

Off.  Nay  look  you,  if  you  are  for  that  Play - come  in 

Gentlemen,  away  with  him.  [Enter  Mufqueteers  and  force  him  off 

Syl.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  Accident,  I  am  extreamly  Sorry  for 
theCollonelsmisfortne,  but  I  am  as  heartily  glad  he  is  not  Mr. 
Freeman. 

Cla .  I’m  afraid  you  will  find  him  fo —  I  (hall  never  change 
my  Opinion  of  him,  till  I  fee  ’em  Face  to  Face. 

Syl .  Well  Coufin  let ’em  be  two,  or  one,  I’m  refolved  to 
ftick  to  Mr.  Freeman :  For  to  tell  you  the  Truth,  this  laft  Spark 

I  has 
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has  too  much  of  the  Confident  Rake  in  him  to  pleafe  me,  but 
there  is  a  Modeft  Sincerity  in  t  others  Converfation  that’s 
Irrefiftible. 

Cla.  For  my  part,  I  am  almoft  Tir’d  with  his  Impertinence  ei¬ 
ther  way,  and  cou’d  find  in  my  Heart  to  trouble  my  felfnomore 
about  him  $  and  yet  methinks  it  provokes  me,  to  have  a  Fel¬ 
low  outface  my  Senfes. 

6)/.  Nay,  they  are  ftrangely  like,  I  own, but  yet  if  youobferve 
nicely,  Mr.  Freeman's  Features  are  more  Pale,  andPenfive  than 
the  Coltonels. 

Clar.  When  Mr.  Freeman  comes,  I’ll  be  clofer  in  my  Obfer- 
vation  of  him — in  the  mean  time  let  me  Confider,  what  I  really 
propofe  by  all  this  Buftle  I  make  about  him :  fuppofe,  (which  I 
can  never  believe)  they  (hou’d  prove  two  feveral  Men  at  laft,  I 
don’t  find  that  I’m  Fool  enough  to  think  of  Marrying  either  of 
’em:  Nor  (whatever  Airs  I  give  my  felf)  ami  yet  Mad  enough 
to  do  worfe  with ’em.  —  Well !  fince  I  don’t  defign  to  come 
to  a  clofe  Engagement  my  felf  then  ?  why  fhou’d  not  I  gene- 
roufly  hand  out  of  the  way,  and  make  Room  for  one  that 
wou’d  }  no,  can’t  do  that  neither — I  want  methinks,  to  con¬ 
vict  him  firft  of  being  one  and  the  fame  Perfon,  and  then  to 
have  him  convince  myCoufin,  that  he  likes  me  better  than 
her,  —  ay,  that  wou’d  do !  and  to  confefe  my  Infirmity,  I  ftill 
find  (tho’  i  don’t  care  this  for  the  Fellow)  while  (he  has  the 
alfuranceto  nourifhtheleaft  hope  of  getting  him  from  me, I  (hall 
never  be  heartily  eafie,  till  (he’s  heartily  Mortified.  [A[ideC\ 

Syl.  You  feem  very  much  concern’d  for  the  Collonel’s  Mif- 
fortune  Coufin. 

Cla .  His  Misfortunes  feldom  hold  him  long,  as  you  may  (ee$ 
for  here  he  comes.  *  [ Enter  Atall,  as  Mr.  Freeman. 

Syl.  Blefs  me f  •  •  ,  ; :  ,  i  ..... 

At.  I  am  forry  Madam,  I  cou’d  not  be  more  punctual  to  your 
obliging  Commands :  But  the  Accident  that  prevented  my  com¬ 
ing  fooner,  will,  I  hope,  now  give  me  a  pretence  to  a  better 
welcome  than  my  laft  $  For  now  Madam  [to  Cla.]  your  Miftake’s 
fet  right  I  prefume,  and  I  hope  you  won’t  exped  Mr.  Freeman 
to  anfwer  for  all  the  mifcarriages  of  Col.  Standfajl. 

CU.  Notin  theleaft  Sir:  The  Collonel’s  able  to  anfwer  for 
himfelf  I  find!  ha  ha!  ha!  r  ' 

At.  Was  not  my  Servant  with  you  Madam  ?  [to  SyL] 
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Syl .  Yes,  yes  Sir,  he  has  told  us  all.*  I’ll  feemto  believe  any 
thing  rather  than  not  engage  him  from  her.  ( Afide .)  And  1  am 
forry  you  have  paid  fo  Dear  for  a  proof  of  your  Innocence :  Had 
you  come  two  Minutes  fooner,  you  wou’d  have  been  as  much 
furpriz’d  as  we  3  for  the  Collonel ,  that  ftrange  Image  of 
you,  was  here. 

At.  O  Dear  Madam,  why  wou’d  you  part  withhim,  when 
I  had  fent  you  word  before,  I  wou’d  be  with  you  as  foon  as  my 
Wound  was  Dreft. 

Syl.  Twas  not  in  our  power  to  keep  him  Sir,  for*  it  feemstbe 
fame  Officer  that  Miftook  you  for  him,  purfued  him  hither, 
and  hurried  him  away  to  Prilon. 

At.  I’d  give  the  World  methinks  to  fee  him  !  what  fay  you 
Madam,  have  you  curiofity  enough  to  take  Coach  immediately 
and  carry  me  to  him? 

Syl.  You’l  excufe  me  if  I  don’t  deffre  to  bring  you  together  ^ 
efpecially  while  the  fmart  of  the  Wound  you  received  upon 
his  Account  is  fo  frefti  upon  you,  I  wou’d  not  hazard  you  in  a 
new  Quarrel. 

Cl  a.  Lard !  how  happy  the  Creature  is.  (Afide.') 

At.  O  Fy !  Madam  upon  my  Faith  I  have  not  the  lead  Malice 
in  the  World  to  the  Gentleman. 

Cla .  Nor  the  Gentleman  to  you  I  dare  Swear  Sir !  ha !  ha !  ha ! 
For  Affurance  and  Credulity —I  thank  my  Stars,  I  never  faw  a 
Couple  better  Match’t  in  my  Life  before !  ha !  ha !  why  won’t 
you  go  to  the  Mefiengers  Coufin,  and  prove  me  in  the  wrong, 
you’l  fee  no  danger  of  a  New  Quarrel  take  my  word  for’t  -y  for 
I’m  drangely  afraid,  that  the  only  way  in  Nature  to  bring  this 
Gentleman  and  the  Collonel  Face  to  Face,  is  to  hold  him  a 
Looking- Glafs !  ha!  ha!  hat 

At -  1  hope  Madam  you  won’t  take  it  Ill,  if  the  Fury  of  this 
Accufation  (hou’d  not  raife  me  to  a  defire  of  Convincing  you 
of  my  Innocence,  while  this  Lady’s  fatisfied  of  it,  you’l  Pardon 
me,  if  I  am  not  under  the  lead  degree  of  Concern  about  it. 

Syl.  And  for  me  Coufin,  I  (hall  make  but  few  words  with 
you,  you  may  endeavour  as  much  as  you  pleafe,  to  amufe  and 
confound  me  with  Fears,  Doubts,  and  Jeaolufiesof  Perfons,  but 
neither  all  the  Truth,  or  Artifice  under  Heaven,  will  be  able  to 
Convince  me  ,  that  this  Gentleman  ,  is  not  this  Gentle¬ 
man  ■  and  therefore  unlefs  you  can  prove  him  to 

I  2  be 
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be  no  body  at  ail,  Vd  advife  you  to  fet  your  Heart  at  reft  5  for 
what  i  dcfign,you’l  find  I  ftiall  come  to  a  fpeedy  Refolution  in. 

At.  O  Generous  Refolution  ! 

Cla.  Well  Mada.ii,  fince  you  are  fo  Tenacious  of  your  Con- 
queft,  1  hope  you’l  give  me  the  fame  Liberty  5  and  not  expeft 
the  next  time  you  lull  a  Crying  at  the  Collonels  Gallantry  tome$ 
that  my  good  Nature  Ihou’d  give  you  up  my  Pretenfions  to  him. 

And  tor  you  Sir - I  (hall only  tell  you,  this  laft  Plot  wasnot 

fo  clofely  laid,  but  that  a  Woman  of  a  very  (lender  Capacity, 
you’i  find  has  Wit  enough  to  difeover  it.  [Exit.  Cla. 

At.  Sol  She’s  gone  to  the  Meftengers  I  fuppofe - but  poor 

Soul,  her  Intelligence  there  will  be  extreamly  fmall :  C Ajf/deC] 
Well  Madam,  I  hope  at  leaft  your  Scruples  are  over. 

Syl.  You  can’t  blame  me  Sir,  if  now  we  are  alone,  I  own  my 
felf  a  little  more  furpriz’d  at  her  pofitivenefs,  than  my  Womans 
Pride  wGu’d  let  me  confefs  before  her  Face  y  and  yetmethinks 
there  is  a  Native  Honefty  in  your  Look,  that  tells  me  I  am  not 
Miftaken,  and  may  Truft  you  with  my  Heart. 

At.  O !  for  Pity  ftill  preferve  that  tender  thought,  and  fav« 
me  from  Defpair.  Enter  Clerimont. 

Cler.  Ha !  Freeman  again  /  is  it  poflible  ? 

At.  How  now  Clerimont ,  what  are  you  furpriz’d  at ? 

Cler.  Why,  to  fee  thee  almoft  in  two  Places  at  one  time,  *tis 
but  this  Minute  I  met  the  very  Image  of  thee  with  the  Mob  a  - 
bout  a  Coach,  in  the  Hands  of  a  Meffenger,  whom  1  had  the 
Curiofity  to  (top,  and  call  to  $  and  had  no  other  Proof  of  his 
not  being  thee,  but  that  the  Spark  wou’d  not  know  me  ! 

Syl.  Strange !  I  almoft  think  I’m  really  not  Deceiv’d. 

Cler.  *T was  certainly  Clarinda  I  faw  go  out  in  a  Chair  juft 

now - it  muft  be  (he— the  Circumftances  are  too  ftrong  for 

a  Miftake  :  [Ajide.~]. 

Syl,  Well  Sir,  to  eafe  you  of  your  Fears,  now  I  dare  own  to 
you,  that  mine  are  over.  [To  At .] 

Cler.  what  a  Coxcomb  have  I  made  my  felf?  toferve  my  Rival 
e’n  with  my  own  Miftrefs,but  ’tisat  leaft  fome  eafe  to  know  him ; 
All  I  have  to  hope  is,  that  he  does  not  know  the  A(s  he  has 
made  of  me  —  that  might  indeed  be  fatal  to  him.  [Afide.~\ 

Enter  Sylvias  Aunt. 

Aunt.  O  my  Dear  Niece,  I’m  glad  I  have  found  you :  Your 
Father  and  I  have  been  hunting  you  all  the  Town  over. 
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Syi.  My  Father  in  Town  ? 

Aunt.  He  waits  below  in  the  Coach  for  you :  He  mult  needs 
have  you  corne  away  this  Minute  $  and  talks  of  having  you  Mar¬ 
ried  this  very  Night  to  the  Fine  Gentleman  he  fpoke  to  you  of. 

Syi.  What  do  I  hear  >  / 

At.  If  ever  foft  Companion  toucht  your  Soul,  give  me  a 
Word  of  Comfort  in  this  laft  Diftrefs,  to  fave  me  from  the  Hor¬ 
rors  that  furround  me  > 

Syi.  You  fee  we  are  Obferv’d  — -  but  yet  depend  upon  my 
Faith,  as  on  my  Life  —  in  the  mean  time  I’il  ufe  my  utmoft 
Power  to  avoid  my  Fathers  hafty  Will :  in  two  Hours  you  (hall 
know  my  Fortune  and  my  Family  — —  Now  don’t  follow  me, 
as  you’d  preferve  my  Friendfhi'p.Come-- Madam.  [ Exit  with  Aunt. 

At.  Death  !  How  this  News  alarms  me  >  I  never  felt  the  pains 
of  Love  before.  » 

.  Cler.  Now  then  to  eafe*  or  to  revenge  my  Fears - -  This 

fudden  change  of  your  Countenance  Mr.  At  all,  looks  as  if  you 
had  a  mind  to  Banter  your  Friend  into  a  Belief  of  your  being  re¬ 
ally  in  Love  with  the  Lady  that  juft  now  left  you. 

At.  Faith  Clermont ,  I  have  too  much  Concern  upon  me  at 
this  time,  to  be  capable  of  a  Banter  3  or  if  I  were,  I  don’t  fee 
any  ufe  it  cou’d  be  of  in  this  Affair:  But  to  deal  at  once  Sin¬ 
cerely  with  you  :  There’s  fomething  in  this  Creatures  Beauty, 
and  foft  Temper,  that  ftirs  my  very  Reafon  into  a  Tendernefs, 
that  all  her  Glittering  Sex  before  cou’d  never  raife  me  to. 

Cler.  Ha  !  he  teems  really  touch’t,  and  I  begin  now  only  to 

fear  Clarindas  Condudt - Well  Sir,  if  it  be  foj’m  glad  to  fee  a 

Convert  of  you  3  and  now  in  return  to  the  little  Services  I  have 
done  you,  in  helping  you  to  carry  on  your  Affair  with  both 
thefe  Ladies  at  one  time,  give  me  leave  to  ask  a  Favour  of 
you - Be  ftill  Sincere,  and  we  may  (till  be  Friends. 

At.  You  furprize  me - but  ufe  me',  as  you  find  me. 

Cler .  Have  you  no  Acquaintance  with  a  certain  Lady, 
whom  you  have  lately  heard  me  own  I  was  unfortunately  in 
Love  with. 

At.  Not  that  I  know  of,  I’m  fure  not  as  the  Lady  you  are  in 
Love  with:  But  pray  why  do  you  ask? 

Cler.  Come,  I’ll  be  Sincere  with  you  to :  Becaufe  I  have  ftrong 
Circumftances,  that  convince  me  *tis  one  of  thofe  two  you  have 
been  fo  bufie  about, 

v  •  *  «  L.  At.  Not 
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At.  Not  She  you  faw  with  me  I  hope  ! 

Clcr.  No,  I  mean  -the  other - But  to  dear  the  Doubt  at 

once,  is  her  Name  Cl  ar  in  da  <? 

At.  I  own  it  is :  But  had  l  in  the  leaft  been  warn’d  of  your 
Pretences - 

Cler.  Sir  I  dare  believe  you,  and  tho’  you  may  have  pre¬ 
vail’d  even  againft  her  Honor,  your  ignorance  of  my  Paffion 
for  her,  makes  you  hand  at  leaft  Excus’d  tu  me. 

Cler .  No,  by  all  the  Solemn  Proteftations  longue  can  utter, 
her  Honour  is  untainted  yet  for  me  5  nay,  even  unattempted  : 
Nor  had  I  ever  an  Opportunity,  that  cou’d  encourage  the  moft 
diftant  Thought  againft  it. 

Cler .  You  own  fhe  has  receiv’d  your  Gallantrys  at  leaft  ! 

At.  Faith  not  to  be  Vain,  (he  has  indeed  taken  fome  pai»s 
to  Pique  her  Coufin  about  me  5  and  if  her  Beautiful  Coufin  had 
not  fallen  into  my  way  at  the  fame  time,  I  myft  own,  Yis  very 
poftible  I  might  have  endeavour’d  to  pulli  my  Fortune  with 
her :  But  fince  I  now  know  your  Heart,  put  my  Friendlhip  to 
a  Trial. 

Cler.  Only  this - —  if  I  ftiou’d  be  reduc’d  to  ask  it  of  you, 

promife  to  confefs  your  Impofture,  and  your  Paftion  to  her 
Coufin  before  her  Face.  ’• " 

At.  There’s  my  Hand, - I’ll  do’t  to  right  my  Friend  and 

Miftrefs.  But  Dear  Clerimont  you’l  pardon  me,  if  I  leave  you 
here  :  For  my  poor  hcognitas  Affairs  at  this  time,  are  in  a  very 
Critical  Condition.1 

Cler.  No  Ceremony - 1  releafe  you  * - 

At.  Adieu.  {Exit  Atall. 

Women !  What  Crazy  Veftels  do  we  truft  our  Fortunes  in  > 

Now  will  I  reproach  her,  humble  her  into  Shame  5 

Defpife,  and  leave  her  to  her  Vanities  for  ever. 

Ha !  Qie’s  here. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Cl  a.  I  am  more  Confounded  now  than  ever  - — *  I  fcarce 

know  what  to  think - The  Meflenger  confefies  the  Collonel 

is  ftill  his  Prifoner,  but  that  his  Orders  are  to  give  no  Soul  ad¬ 
mittance  to  him  —  Ha !  Clerimont !  pray  Heav’n  he  has  not 
Pifcover’dme! 

Cler.  You  feem  Diforder’d  Madam  . . -  fome  Cruel  Difap- 

pointment  has  I  fear  befallen  you  ? 
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Cl  a.  Tis  fo  f  I  fee  by  his  Affurance  «— *  O  Guilt !  what 
Cowards  doft  thou  make  of  us  But  let  him  not  infult 

too  far.  [Afide. 

Clcr.  What,  not  a  Word  ?  are  you  Confciouaof  any  Wrong 
you  have  done  me  Madam,  that  you  (land  thus  confounded  at 
the  Sight  of  me  ) 

Cl  a.  You  have  a  very  familiar  way  of  expreffing  your  felfSir : 

Cler.  Twas  my  Opinion  of  your  Virtue  Madam,  that  kept 
me  Humble :  But  now  that’s  loft,  methinks  you  fhou’d  exped 
to  be  treated  as  you  are  — 

Cl  a.  What  do  you  mean  > 

Cler.  That  two  Lovers,  and  Reputation,  are  inconfiftent. 

CU.  What  !  has  your  Vanity  then  Flatter’d  you  toluppofe 
I  have  receiv’d  you  for  One  ? 

Cler.  Oh !  Why  truly  Madam,  confidering  the  Converfation 
that  has  pafs’d  between  us,  I  do  ftill  infift,  that  I  might  pretend 
to  the  Poft :  But  in  Love  as  in  War,  a  Man  of  Honour  can’t  fee 
another  put  over  his  Head,  without  laying  down  his  Com- 
miffion  at  leaft  :  For  ’twere  as  Infamous  to  ferve  you  now,  as 
’twou’d  have  once  been  Glorious. 

Cl  a.  Tis  falfe !  you  never  thought  fo  —  The  Man  that  re¬ 
ally  loves,  wou’d  not  dare  to  fee  the  Faults  you  tax  me  with  5 
much  lefs,  with  fuch  Malicious  Infolence  to  tell  me  of ’em. 

Cler.  Come  !  Come  !  you  know  I  Lov’d  you  to  a  Folly,  or 
you  had  never  dar’d  to  ufe  me  thus. 

CU.  The  Man  that  fcorns  to  ftand  a  Womans  idle  Trial  of 
his  Temper,  gives  better  Proofs  of  Difcerning  Malice,  than 
his  Pafiion. 

Cler.  He  that  fears  to  upbraid  a  Woman  for  Abandon’d  li¬ 
berties,  like  yours,  may  by  his  Silence  (whatever  her  Pretence 
is)  encourage  her  to  make  a  real  ufe  of  ’em. 

CU.  A  Good  Nature  wou’d  at  leaft  impute  the  Fault  rather  to 
want  of  Judgment,  than  of  Virtue  :  But  I  am  glad  I  am  fo  ear¬ 
ly  warn’d  againft  your  Temper  5  had  I  ne’r  tried  it5  my  truft- 
ing  it  too  far,  as  once  my  Folly  thought  to  do,  might  have 
made  me  Miferable  for  ever. 

Cler.  Ha  !  How  Subtilly  that  foft  Thought  melts  down  my 
Anger :  I  dare  not  look  On  her.  -  A  fide. 

Enter  Wiftiwell. 

Wifi.  Madams  Sir  Solomon  defires  to  fpeak  with  you,  he  has 
.  >  juft 
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juft  receiv’d  a  Letter  out  of  Yorkfiire,  from  the  Gentlemans  Fa¬ 
ther  he  fays,  that  is  propos’d  to  Marry  you. 

Cla.  Coming  :  [Exit*  Wifh. 

Cler.  You  muft  not,  (hall  not  —  cannot  ftir  on  this  Occafion. 

Cla.  I'll  go  by  all  the  Injuries  I  have  born  from  you - I’ll 

do  at  leaft  a  Jufkice  to  my  Fame,  and  Wed  the  groffeft  Fool 
alive,  rather  than  not  revenge  me  on  the  Savvey  Jealoufie  that 
durft  attaint  it. 

Cler .  Hear  me  but  one  Word. 

CU.  Never,  but  for  your  greater  Torment  know  —  * — — 
you’ve  loft  a  Heart,  that  wounds  it  felf  for  you  [ Exit . 

Cler .  O  Cruel  Kindnefs !  why  fo  late  Confefs’d }  Whatwou’d 
not  this  Secret  told 'in  gentler  Terms  have  wrought  me  to  ! 
But  *tis  the  Sexes  Nature  to  be  vainly  Cruel. 

Thefe  kind  Thoughts  own'd  in  Spite ,  too  plainly  prove , 

Revenge  with  them  has  fweeter  Charms  than  Love. 


A  C  T  V. 

7 he  SCENE  Continues . 

Enter  Clerimont  and  Carelefs. 

Cler.  And  fo  you  took  the  Opportunity  of  her  Fainting  to 
carry  her  off :  Pray  how  long  did  her  Fit  Iaft  > 

Care .  Why  faith  I  fo  humour’d  her  Affectation,  that  ’tis 
hardly  over  yet :  for  I  told  her  her  Life  was  in  Danger,  and 
Swore  if  (he  wou’d  not  let  me  fend  for  a  Parfon  to  Marry  her 
before  (he  Dy’d,  I’d  that  Minute  fend  for  a  Shroud,  and  be 
Buried  alive  with  her  in  the  fame  Coffin  :  But  at  the  apprehen- 
fion  of  fo  terrible  a  Thought,  (he  pretended  to  be  frighten’d 
into  her  right  Senfes  again  $  and  forbid  me  her  Sight  for 

ever - fo  that  in  fhort,  my  Impudence  is  almoft  Exhaufted, 

her  AffeCtation  is  as  Unfurmountable  as  anothers  real  Virtue,  and 
I  muft  ev’n  catch  her  that  way,  or  dye  without  her  at  laft. 

Cler.  How 
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Cler.  How  do  you  mean  ? 

Care.  Why,  if  I  find  I  can’t  impofe  upon  her  by  Humili¬ 
ty,  which  I’ll  try;  I’ll  ev’n  turn  Rival  to  my  felf  in  a  very 
Fantaftical  Figure,  that  I’m  fare  fhe  won’t  be  able  to  re¬ 
lift,  &c.  You  muft  know  file  has  of  late  been  Flatter’d, 
that  the  Mufccvite ,  Prince  Alexander  is  Dying  for  her,  tho’he 
never  fpoke  to  her  in  his  Life  — 

Cler.  I  underftand  you  :  So  you’Pfirft  venture  to  Pique  her 
againft  you,  and  then  Jet  her  Marry  you  in  another  Perfbn 
to  be  reveng’d  of  you. 

Care.  One  of  the  two  ways  I  believe,  I’m  pretty  Jure  to 
fucceed. 

Cler.  Extravagant  enough  !  Prithee  is  Sir  Solomon  in  the 
next  Room  ? 

Care.  What  you  want  his  Aftiftance,  Clar'indd*  s  in  her 
Airs  again  ! 

Cler.  Faith  Carelefsy  I  am  almoft  aftiam’d  to  tell  you,  but 
I  muft  needs  [peak  with  him. 

Care .  Come  along  then.  -  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Supple  and  Capt.  Strutt. 

Sup.  If  you  pleafe  to  walk  in  Sir,  my  Mafter  will  wait 
upon  you  prefently  - — ■  Here  he  is  — 

Enter  Sir  Solomon. 

Capt.  Your  Servant  Sir. 

SirbW.  Oh !  yours  Sir.  Have  you  any  Commands  for  me? 

Capt.  Sir  I  hear  you  are  a  Man  of  Honour,  and  underftand 
a  Sword. 

Sir  Sol.  Sir  I  know  a  little  of  the  Law,  and  I  believe 
that’s  as  well,  .. 

Capt.  But  Men  of  Honour  are  above  Law  Sir,  and  I  have 
been  once  with  you  before  Sir,  and  I  come  now  to  tell  you 
once  for  all,  That  if  I  don’t  Marry  your  Niece,  you  muft 
meet  me  behind  Mount  ague-  HouJ e. 

Sir  Sol.  Meet  you  I  For  what  Sir  ? 

Capt .  With  your  Sword  in  Hand  Sir. 

Sir  Sol.  By  Gingo  Captain ,  but  I  won’t  “  I  don’t  like 
your  Company  fo  well. 

Capt.  Then  Sir  I’ll  Poft  you  for  a  Coward. 

Sir  Sol.  Then  Sir  you’ll  Poft  your  felf  for  a  Mad  man  — ->• 

\  .  /  K  ~  For 
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For  l’m  a  Citizen  of  London,  have  Fin’d  for  Alderman,  and 
will  Fight  with  ne’r  a  Beggarly  Rake  of  you  all. 

Capt.  Then  I  muft  tell  you  Sir,  you  are  a  pittiful  Putt, 
and  have  neither  Honour  nor  Courage.  ~ 

Sir  Sol.  And  I  muft  tell  you.  Sir,  I  have  both  ;  for  I  pay 
my  Debts,  and  fear  no  Bailiff  alive  Sir  —  Which,  I  be¬ 
lieve  is  more  than  you  can  fay,  Moft  Terrible  Captain. 

Capt.  Look  you  Sir,  I’ll  fpoil  her  Fortune,  I  ll  follow  her 
to  the  Church,  and  the  Play  Houfe  5  I’ll  knock  every  Man 
down  that  looks  at  her,  and  cut  every  Coxcombs  Throat  that 
pretends  to  her. 

Sir  Sol.  Sir,  if  you  talk  at  this  rate  to  me,  I’ll  Swear  the 
Peace  againft  you,  and  Bind  you  to  a  ftrange  Companion, 
your  Good  Behaviour. 

Enter  Clerimont. 

Cler .  What’s  the  matter  Sir  Solomon  ? 

Sir  Sol.  Why  here’s  an  impertinent  Beggarly  Fellow,  Swears 
he’ll  have  my  Niece,  or  Cut  my  Throat. 

Cler.  How  Sir  ?' 

Capt.  Sir,  I  am  in  Love  with  his  Niece,  among  the  reft  of 
the  Great  Fortunes  of  the  Town  :  Sir,  I  have  follow’d  her 
at  a  Diftance  this  Twelve  Months,  and  have  fpent  an  Hun¬ 
dred  Pound  after  her  in  fair  Perriwigs,  Red  Stockings,  and 
Sword  Knotts. 

Cler.  Did  you  ever  fpeak  to  her  Sir  ? 

Capt.  No  Sir,  but  I  have  done  all  that’s  Neceflary,  or 
Ufual  with  Soldiers.  I  have  Tolled  her,  Bow’d  to  her, 
Walk’d  with  my  Arms  croft,  and  Ogled  her. 

Cler.  [Looking  nearly  on  him .]  Hum  1  is  not  your  Name  Strut? 

Capt.  Ay  Sir,  Capt.  Strutt,  and  as  Good  a  Family - 

Cler.  As  ever  was  Kick’d  Sirrah  1  was  not  you  my  Fathers 
Footman  at  the  Revolution?  I’ll  cool  your  Love  Mr.  Dog  l 

[KJcks  him. 

Sir  Sol.  By  Cingo  Captain  I  did  not  know  you  wou’d  take 
a  Beating  —  There - now  han’c  I  Courage  Captain  ? 

Capt.  Sir,  as  I  was  your  Fathers  Footman,  I  take  thefe 
Blows ;  but  as  I  am  a  Captain  of  the  Militia  - - 

Cler.  You’ll  take  ’em  better  I  know - [Kicks  him  again. 

Capt.  Blood  1  Sir  — — *»  don’t  think  Sir  — -  —  Dammy  Sir, 
1  Bull  exped  Satisfa&ion.  [Exit. 

Sir  SoL 
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Sir  Sol.  ODear  Mr.  Clermont ,  I’m  perfuaded  he’ll  Fight  yet. 

Cler.  Never  apprehend  it  Sir  :  I  Vow  I  did  not  know  the 
Rogue,  he  was  fo  alter’d. 

Sir  Sol.  Really  Sir  my  Niece  and  I  are  extreamly  oblig’d 
to  you  for  this :  And  to  (bow  you  I’m  in  earned,  if  you  like 
the  Conditions  I  told  you  of,  She’s  yours. 

Cler .  That  indeed  was  my  bufinefs  to  you  now  Sir  —  and 
if  you  pleafe 

Sir  Sol.  Here’s  Company  come  into  the  next  Room.  [ Exeunt , 
Enter  La.  Dainty,  La.  Sadlife  and  Carelefs. 

La.  Da.  This  rude  boifterous  Man  hasgivenmeathoufand 
Diforders ;  the  Cholick,  the  Spleen,  the  Palpitation  of  the 
Heart,  and  Convulfions  all  over  —  Huh  !  huh  !  —  I  mud 
fend  for  the  Do&or. 

La.  Sad.  Come,  come,  Madam  ev’n  pardon  him,  and  let 

him  be  your  Phyfician  —  do  but  oblerve  his  Penitence - * 

fo  Humble,  he  dares  not  fpeak  to  you. 

Care.  [  folds  his  Arms ,  and  Sighs.  3  Oh  ! 

La.  Sad.  How  can  you  hear  him  Sigh  (o  ? 

La.  Da.  Nay,  let  him  Groan  — —  for  nothing  but  his 
Pangs  can  eale  me. 

Care.  \J$jieels  and  prefents  her  his  Drawn  Sword  ;  opening  his 
Breafi.' ]  Be  then  at  once  moft  Barbarously  Jud,  and  take  your 
Vengeance  here. 

La.  Da.  No,  I  give  thee  Life  to  make  thee  Miferable ;  Live, 
that  my  relenting  Eyes  may  kill  thee  every  Hour. 

Care.  Nay  then,  there’s  no  relief  but  • - this  - — - 

[ Offering  at  his  Sword ,  La.  Sadlife  holds  him . 

La.  Sad.  Ah  !  For  Mercies  (ake - Barbarous  Creature, 

how  can  you  fee  him  thus  ? 

La.  Da.  Why  I  did  not  bid  him  Kill  himfelf :  But  do  you 
really  think  he  wou’d  ha’  don’t. 

La.  Sad.  Certainly,  if  1  had  not  prevented  it. 

La.  Da.  Strange  Paflion !  But ’tis  its  Nature  to  be  Violent, 
when  one  makes  it  defpair. 

La.  sad.  Won’t  you  fpeak  to  him  ? 

La.  Da.  No,  but  if  your  - — —  is  enough  concern’d  to  be 
his  Friend,  you  may  tell  him —  notthatit  really  is  fo —  but 
-you  may  fay  — •  you  believe  I  pitty  him. 

La.  Sad.  Sure  Love  was  never  more  ridiculous  on  both  ddes  ! 

K  2  Enter 
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Enter  Wifhwcll. 

TV/Jb.  Madam,  here’s  a  Page  frpm  Prince  Alexander,  defires 
to  give  a  Letter  into  your  Ladyfhips  own  Hands. 

La  Da,  Prince  Alexander  l  what  means  my  Heart,  I  come 
to  him.  •  ' 

La.  Sad.  By  no  means  Madam,  pray  let  him  come  in. 

Care.  Ha  !  Prince  Alexander  !  nay  then  I’ve  found  out  the 
fecret  of  this  Coldnefs  Madam. 

*  Enter  Page, 

Page.  Madam  his  Royal  Highnefs  Prince  Alexander ,  my 
Matter,  has  commanded  me  on  pain  of  Death, [Thus  Kjietlingl\ 
to  deliver  this,  The  Burning  Secret  of  his  Heart. 

La.  Da.  O  Grace  of  Grandeur  !  Happy  !  Happy  Climate  ! 
where  Rich  Refpedt,  and  High  Dillifl£tions  are  familar/AeW.r.J 

Mott  Divine  Lady, 

‘  7  be  fiery  Fate  that's  Darted  from  the  Cannons  Mouthy  is  not  fo 
'  [are,  or  (, tidden ,  as  the  fuhtle  Lightning  of  your  Refulgent  Eyes; 
‘/Enchanting,!  like  Death ,  yon  level  Princes  with  the  Peafant : 
‘  flrre  lift  able,!  1  beg  the  immediate  Eafe,  and  honour  of  Kjfling 
‘ your  fair  Hands  in  Perfon ,  that  I  may  (Hence  at  once  all  fawcy 
‘  Rival's  hopes,  and  own  the  PaJJton  of  a  Prince ,  whofe  Wounds 
‘  are  only  worthy  the  relief  of  fuch  Immortal  Beauty. 

Tranfcendent  Glory  !  this  is  indeed  a  Conqueft,  worthy  of 
my  Sexes  higheft  Pride  \ 

Care.  So  1  file  Bites  rarely. 

La.  Sad.  She’i  fwallow  all  ne’re  doubt  it.  [ Afide . 

La.  Da  Where  is  the  Prince  ? 

Page.  Repos’d  in  private,  on  a  Mourning  Pallat,  till  your 
Commands  vouchfafe  to  Raile  him. 

La.  Sad.  By  all  means  Receive  him  here  immediately,  I 
have  the  Honour  to  be  a  little  known  to  his  Highnefs. 

La.  Da.  The  Favour  Madam  is  too  great  to  be  Refitted  : 
pray  tell  his  Highnefs  then,  the  Honour  gfthe  Vifit  he  defigns 
me,  makes  me  Thankful,  and  Impatient  !  huh!  huh  ! 

[Exit.  Page . 

Care ,  Are  my  fufTerings  Madam  fo  foon  forgot  then  !  was 
I  but  Flatter’d  with  the  hope  of  pity  * 11 

La.  Da.  The  Happy  hive  whole  Days, and  thole  they  choofe. 
[Ex.  refenting. 1  The  Unhappy  have  but  Hours, and  thofe 
they  loofe.  [Exit-  Repeating .] 

La.  Sad. 
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La.  Sad.  Don’t  you  Ioofe  a  Minute  then. 

Care.  I’ll  warrant  you  —  ten  thoufand  Thanks  Dear  Madam, 
I’ll  be  Transform’d  in  a  fecond. - [ Exeunt  Severally. 

Enter  Clarinda  in  Man's  Habit. 

Cla.  Soh’  !  I’m  in  for’t  now  1  how  I  fhalfcome  off,  I  can’t 
tell,  ’twas  but  a  bare  Paving  Game  I  made  with  Clertmoht\  his 
Relentment  had  broughrmy  Pride  to  it’s  Jail  Legs,  Dillemb- 
ling  :  And  if  the  Poor  Man  had  not  Lov’d  me  too  well,  I 
had  made  but  a  Difmal  humble  Figure  — - 1  have  us’d  him  111, 
that’s  certain,  and  lie  may  e’n  thank  himfelf  for’t  • — »■  he  wou’d 

be  Sincere,  and  I  faw  I  was  lure  of  him - -which  was  more 

than  I  cou’d  fay  by  my  double-Fac’d  Colloncl,  wrhom  conse¬ 
quently  I  was  in  fear  oflofing:  Befide,  I  cou’d  not  bear  to  let 
another  Drefsupher  Vanity  in  any  Lover  of  mine,  rho’  I  did 

notdefign  to  wear  him  my  felf - Well  (begging  my  Sex* 

es  Pardon)  we  do  make  theliliieft  Tyrants — —  we  had  better 
be  reafonable  ;  for  (do  ’em  right)  we  don’t  run  half  the  hazard 
in  obeying  the  good  fenfe  of  a  Lover,  at  lead:,  I’m  reduced  now 
to  make  the  Experiments- Here  they  come. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon  and  Clerimont. 

Sir  Sol.  What  have  we  here  !  another  Captain  ?  if  I  were 
Pure  he  were  a  Coward  now.  I’d  Kick  him  before  he  {peaks— 
is  your  Bufinefs  with  me  Sir  ? 

Cla.  If  your  Name  be  Sir  Solomon  Sadlife , 

Sir  Sol.  Yes  Sir  if  is,  and  I’ll  maintain  it  as  Antient  as  any, 
and  Related  to  mbft  of  the  Families  in  England. 

Cla.  my  Bufinefs  will  convince  you  Sir,  that  I  think  well 
of  it. 

Sir  Sol.  And  what  is  your  Bufinefs  Sir  ? 

CV^.Why  Sir— you  have  a  Pretty  Kinfwoman  call’d  Clarinda , 

Cler.  Ha  ! 

Sir  Sol.  And  what  then  Sir — fuch  a  Rogue  as  to’th  er.iJfide. 

CU.  Now  Sir,  I  have  feen  her,  and  am  in  Love  with  her. 

Cler.  Say  you  fo  Sir  !  — I  may  chance  to  Cure  you  of  it. 

[Jfide.J 

Cla^ And  to  back  my  PretenfionsSir,  I  have  a  good  Fifteen 
Hundred  Pound  a  Year  Eflate,  and  am,  as  you  lee  a  Pretty 
Fellow  into  the  Bargain. 

Sir  Sol.  She  that  Marrys  you  Sir,  will  have  a  choice  Bar¬ 
gain  indeed.  , 

Cla .  In 
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Cl t.  In  fhort  Sir,  I’ll  give  you  a  Thouiand  Guineas  to  make 
up  the  Match. 

Sir  Sol.  Hum - *  [4 fide. ]  But  Sir  my  Niece  is  provided  for. 

Clcr.  That’s  well.  [_ Aftde.~\ 

Sir  Sol.  But  if  fhe  were  not  Sir,  I  mud  tell  you.  fhe  is  not 
to  be  Caught  with  a  Smock  Face  and  a  Feather  Sir  a  -  d 
and  — —let  me  fee  you  an  Hour  hence.  [Aftde.m 

CU.  Well  laid  Unkle.  [_Aftde.~\ - -  But  Sir, 

with  her,  and  politively  vyill  have  her. 

Sir  Sol.  whether  Ihe  like’s  you  or  no  Sir  ? 

CU.  Like  me!  ha!  ha!  I'd  fain  Ice  a  Woman, :  1  ;s 

a  Pretty  Fellow  with  1500/.  a  Year,  a  white  V*  lug,  a;  d 
black  Eye- brows. 

Cler.  Hark  you  young  Gentleman,  there  mud  nr-  mo'  e  than 
all  this,  to  the  Gaining  of  that  Lady— [lakes  C  U,  Tfide.  j_ 

Sir  Sol.  \_Aftde.~]  A  100 o  Guineas,  that's  500  ;  e  dan  I 
propos’d  to  get  of  Mr.  Cltrimont  —  but  my  Honour  is-  En¬ 
gag’d  —  Ay  but  then  here’s  a  Thoufand  Pound  to'  K  elude 
it—  now  fliall  I  take  the  Mony,  it  muft  be  lb—  Cok;  will 
carry  it. 

CU.  Oh  Sir,  if  that  be  all,  I’ll  foon  remove  your  Doubts, 
and  Pretenfions^ — Come  Sir,  1 11  try  ycur  Courage. 

Cler.  I  am  afraid  you  won’t  Young  Gentleman. 

CU.  As  Young  as  I  am  Sir,  you  fhall  find  l  fcorn  to  turn 
my  Back  to  any  Man. - \_Ex.  Cla.  And  Cler.  ] 

Sir  Sol.  Ha  !  they  are  gone  to  fight—  with  all  my  Heart  — 
a  fair  chance  at  leaft  for  a  better  Bargain  :  For  if  the  Young 
Spark  fhou’d  let  the  Air  into  my  Friend  Clermont* s  Midriff 
now,  it  may  poffibly  cool  his  Love  too,  and  then  there’s  my 
Honour  fafe,  and  1000  Guineas. —  [£#.] 

Enter  La.  Dainty,  And  Lady  Sadlife. 

La.  Da.  Don’t  you  think  the  Prince  long  P  But  Great  Per- 
fons  are  diftinguifh’t  by  a  peculiar  flownels  in  their  Motion. 

La.  Sad.  Now  am  1  lurpriiz’d  at  your  Curiofity  ;  for  I’m 
confident  you  won’t  like  him  when  you  fee  him. 

La.  Da.  1  have  leen  bitne’n  Paffant  from  my  Window,  and 
if  the  diftance  did  not  deceive  me,  I  thought  there  was  lome- 
thing  fo  agreeably  Bizarre  in  his  Appearance. 

La.  Sad.  Excreamly  Bizarre  indeed,  for  he  has  a  fierce 
Tawny  Face,  and  odious  Whiskers. 

La» 
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La.  Da.  Which  iti  fome  Countrys  are  allow’d  the  moft 
diftinguifhing  marks  of  Beauty. 

La.  S ad.  But  your  Ladyfhip  I  know  allows  no  Beauty, 
without  a  certain  Delicacy  and  Tendernefs  ofPerfbn. 

La.  Da.  Um —  that's  partly  True*;  but  the  Idea  I  have  con¬ 
ceiv’d  of  the  Princes  Figure,  has  in  lome  meafure  —  remov'd 
that  Sickly  Weaknefs  of  my  Taft. 

La.  Sad.  I  am  glad  to  find  your  Ladyfhip  a  little  Reconcil'd 
to  the  ufeful  Beautys  of  a  Lover  —  but  here  comes  the  Prince. 

Enter  Carelefs  as  Prince  Alexander. 

La.  Da.  Your  Bighnefs  Sir,  has  done  me  Honour  in  this 
Vi  fit. 

Care.  Madam.  [Salutes  her. ] 

La.  Da.  A  Captivating  Perfon. 

Care .  May  the  Days  be  taken  from  my  Life,  and  added  to 
yours !  —  moft  Incomparable  Beauty  !  whiter  than  the 
Snow,  that  lies  the  Year  about  I  nmelted  on  our  Ruffian 
Mountains. 

La.  Da.  How  Manly  his  Expreflions  are  —  we  are  extream- 
Jy  oblig’d  to  the  Czar  for  not  taking  your  Highnefs  home  with 
him. 

Care .  He  left  me  Madam  to  Learn  to  be  a  Ship  Carpenter. 

La.  Sad.  A  very  Politick  Accompli Chment ! 

La.  Da.  And  in  a  Prince  intirely  New. 

Care.  All  his  Nobles  Madam  ,  are  Mafters  of  fome  ulefnl 
Science,  and  moft  of  our  Arms  are  Quarter’d  with  Mechani¬ 
cal  Inftruments,as  Hatchets, Hammers, Pickaxes, and  Handfaws. 

La.  Da.  I  admire  the  Manly  Manners  of  your  Court. 

La.  Sad.  Oh  !  (o  infinitely  beyond  the  foft  Idlenefs  of  ours. 

Care •  ’Tis  the  Falhion  Ladies  for  Eaftern  Princes,  to  pro- 

fefs  fome  Trade  or  other - -  The  laft  Grand  Seignior  was  a 

Lock  Smith — 

La.  Da*  How  new  his  Converfation is? 

Cart.  Too  rude  I  fear  Madam,  for  fo  tender  a  Compofition 
as  your  Divine  Ladyfhips. 

La.  Da.  Courtly,  to  a  foftnefs  too  ! 

Care.  Were  it  poftible  Madam  that  fo  much  Delicacy  cou’d 
endure  the  Martial  roughnefsof  our  Manners  and  our  Country, 
I  cannot  boaft,  but  if  a  Province  at  your  Feet  cou’d  make  you 
mine,  that  Province  and  ire  Mafter  ihou’d  be  yours. 


La.  Da. 
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La.  Da.  Ay !  here’s  Grandeur  with  addrefs  ;  an  Odious 
Native  Lover  now  wou’d  have  complain'd  Of  the  Taxes  per¬ 
haps,  and  have  Haggled  with  one  for  a  lcanty  Joynture  out 
of  his  horrid  Lead  Mines,  in  (ome  Uninhabitable  Mountains 
about  an  Hundred  and  Fourfcore  Miles  from  unheard  of  London . 

Care.  I  am  inform’d  Madam,  there  is,  a  certain  poor  Di¬ 
li  rafted  Englijh  Fellow,  that  refus’d  to  quit  his  fawcy  Pre- 
tenfions  to  your  All-Conquering  Beauty,  tho’  he  had  heard 
I  had  my  felf  refol v’d  to  Adore  you  Carelejs  I  think  they  call  him. 

La.  Da.  Your  Highnefs  wrongs  your  Merit,  to  give  your 
felf  the  lead:  Concern  for  onefo  much  below  your  Fear. 

Care.  When  I  firft  heard  of  him,  I  on  the  inffant  order’d  one 
of  my  Retinue  to  (trike  off  his  Head  with  a  Scimitar  ;  but  they 
told  me  the  free  Laws  of  England  allow’d  of  no  fuch  Power  : 
So  that  tho’  Pm  a  Prince  of  the  Blood  Madam,  I  am  oblig’d 
only  to  Murther  him  privately. 

La.  Da.  Tis  indeed  a  reproach  to  the  ill  Breeding  ofour  Con- 
ftitution,  not  to  admit  your  Power  with) our  Perfon.  But  if 
the  pain  of  my  intire  Negleft  can  end  him,  pray  be  caffe. 

Care.  Madam,  I  am  not  Revengeful,  make  him  but  Mile- 
rable — I’m  fatisfied. 

La.  Da.  You  may  depend  upon’t. 

Care.  I’m  in  ftrange  Favour  with  her—  —  *  [AfideJ] 

Pleafe  you,  Ladies  to  make  your  Fragrant  Fingers  familiar 
with  this  Box. 

La.  Da.  Sweet,  or  Plain  Sir  ? 

Care.  Right  Mofco  Madam,  made  of  the  Skulls  of  Conquer’d 
Enemies. 

La.  Sad .  Gun*  Powder,  as  I  Live  : 

La.  Da.  Every  thing  Manly. 

La.  Sad .  Will  your  Highnefs  pleafe  to  amufe  your  felf  with 
aDifh  of  Tea? 

Care.  Excufe  me  Madam,  ’tis  a  Liquor  I  never  heard  of,  and 
in  my  own  Country  I  am  Fam’d  for  Regularity  in  my  Diet  • 
even  after  a  Meal,  I  never  exceed  a  gentle  Pint  Glafs  of  Burnt 
Brandy  or  Geneva.  [ANoife  of  Dogs  Barking  without.  1 

La.  Da.  Ah  !  What  Noife  is  that  ? 
care.  Your  Pardon  Madam,  only  a  harmlefs  Entertainment 
after  my  own  Country  Falhion,  that  I  defign’d  my  felf  the 
Honour  of  prefentirsg  your  incomparable  Ladyfhip. 

La.  Sad • 
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La.  Sad.  I  hope  he’ll  bring  in  the  Bears  upon  her.  [_A(ide. 

La .  Da.  Pray  Sir  what  is  it  ?  . 

Care .  Madam,  a  fet  of  Ruffian  Ladies  Lap-Dogs,  that  Dance 
to  admiration. 

La.  Da.  By  all  means  admit  ’em  —  I’m  taken  with  the  Hu¬ 
mour.  We  have  had  fbmething  like  em  here  in  England  Sir: 
And  all  People  of  Fafhion  grew  ftrangely  fond  of  ’em. 

Care.  They  coil’d  not  be  Bnglijh  then - 1  have  feen  all  your 

English  Dancing  - Madam,  but  I  obferv’d  that’s  generally 

perform’d  - —  by  — -  fad  Doggs  - pleafe  you  Sit  Ladies. 

A  Dance  to  an  odd  Tune ,  imitating  Mr.  Pinkemans 
Famous  Dancing  Doggs. 

La.  Da.  Infinitely  New,  and  Humerous  - - -  but  this 

Room’s  exceeding  hot - I’m  Fainting. 

Care.  Let  this  Arm  fupport  you  Madam. 

La.  Sad.  The  next  is  cooler  3  if  your  Highnefs  pleafes  we’ll 
withdraw  } 

Care.  Madam,  I  am  but  the  Needle  to  this  Northern  Star : 
I  wait  on  you.  [ Exeunt . 

the  SCENE  Changes  to  the  Field. 

Etnter  CJarinda  and  Clerimont. 

Cler.  Come  Sir,  we  are  far  enough. 

Cla.  I  only  wifh  the  Lady  were  by  Sir,  that  the  Conqueror 
might  carry  her  off  the  Spot :  I  warrant  fhe’d  be  mine. 

Cler.  That  my  Talking  Hero  we  fhall  foon  determine.. 

Cla.  Not  that  I  think  her  Handfome,  or  care  a  Rufh  for  her. 

Cler.  You  are  very  Mettled  Sir,  to  Fight  for  a  Woman  you 
don’t  value ! 

Cla.  Sir  I  value  the  Reputation  of  a  Gentleman,  and  I  don’t 
think  any  Young  Fellow  ought  to  pretend  to  it,  till  he  has  .talk’d 
himfelfintoa  Lampoon,  loft  his  two  or  three  Thoufand  Pound 
at  Play,  kept  his  Mifs,  and  Kill’d  his  Man. 

Cler.  Very  Gallant  indeed  Sir,  but  if  you  pleafe  to  handle } 
Sword,  you’ll  the  fooner  go  through  your  Courfe. 

Cla.  Come  on  Sir  — - - 1  believe  I  (hall  give  your  Miftref 

truer  account  of  your  Heart,  than  you  have  done.  I  have ! 
her  Heart  long  enough,  and  now  will  have  yours, 
r  Cler.  Ha!  does  fhe  Love  you  then?  [Endeavouring  to  a 

Cla .  Heave  you  to  judge  that  Sir :  But  1  have  lain  wit  h 

L  The  ...... 
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Thoufand  times  $  in  fliort,  To  long  till  I’m  tir'd  of  it. 

Cler .  Villain  thou  Lyefl !  Draw,  or  I’ll  ufe  you,  as  you  de- 
ferve,  and  Stab  you. 

Cla.  lake  this  with  you  firft, - Clarinda  will  never  Mar¬ 

ry  him  that  Murthers  me. 

"  Cler.  She  may  the  Man  that  vindicates  her  Honour  - —  there¬ 
fore  be  quick,  or  I’ll  keep  my  W ord— I  find  your  Sword  is;not 
for  doing  things  in  hafte. 

Cla.  It  hicks  to  the  Scabbard  fo  :  I  believe  I  did  not  wipe  off 
the  Blood  ofthe  laftMan  I  Fought  with. 

Cler.  Come  Sir!  this  Trifling  (hafl’nt  ferve  your  Turn,  here 
give  me  yours,  and  take  mine: 

Cla..  With  all  my  Heart  Sir, - Now  have  at  you. 

Cler.  Death  !  You  Villain  do  you  ferve  me  fo  > 

f  Cler.  Draws ,  and  finds  only  a  Hilt  in  his  Hand . 

Cla.  In  Love  and  War  Sir  all  advantages  are  Fair,  fo  we 
Conquer,  no  matter  whether  by  Force  or  Stratagem :  Come 
quick  Sir !  Your  Life  or  Miftrefs - * 

Cler.  Neither - Death  !  You  (hall  have  both  or  none  : 

Here  drive  your  Sword  $  for  only  through  this  Heart  you 
reach  Clar'mda. 

Cla.  Death  /  Sir  can  you  be  mad  enough  to  dye  for  a  Wo¬ 
man  that  hates  you  ?* 

Cler.  If  that  were  true,  ’twere  greater  Madnefs  than  to  live. 

Cla.  Why,  to  my  Knowledge  Sir,  (lie  has  us’d  you  bafely, 
falfely,ill,  and  for  no  reafon. 

Cler.  No  matter,  noUfagecan  beworfe  than  the  Contempt 
of  poorly,  tamely,  parting  with  her  —  She  may  abufe  her  Heart 
by  happy  Infidelities,  but’tis  the  Pride  of  mine  to  be  ev’n  Mife- 
rably  Con  ft  ant. 

Cta.  Generous  Paflion-You  almofl;  tempt  me  to  refign  her  to  you. 

Cler.  You  cannot  if  you  wou’-d  —  I  wou’d  indeed  have  won 
her  fairly  from  you  with  my  Sword,  but  fcorn  to  take  heras  your 
Gift.  Be  quick,  and  end  your  Infolence - 

Cla.  Yes,  thus* — -  moft  Generous  Clerimont  you  nowin- 
deed  have  fairly  vanquiflifrme.  [Runs  to  himC]  My  Womans 
Follies  and  my  Shame  be  Buried  ever  here. 

Cler.  Ha!  Clarinda!  is’t  poffible !  my  Wonder  rifes  with  my' 
Joy  —  how  came  you  in  this  Habit } 

Cla.  Now  you  indeed  recall  my  Rlofhes,  but  I  had  no  other 
Veil  to  hide  em  while  I  confefs’d  the  Injuries  I  had  done  your 

Heart, 
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Heart,  in  Fooling  with  a  Man  I  never  meant  on  any  Terms  to 
engage  with.  Befide,  I  know  from  our  late  parting,  your  fear 
of  loling  me  wou’d  reduce  you  to  comply  with  Sir  bolcmon’sde- 
mands  for  his  Intcreft  in  your  Favour  :  Therefore  as  you  faw, 
I  was  refolv’d  to  ruin  his  Market  by  feeming  to  raife  it  5  for  he 
fecrqtly  took  the  Offer  I  made  him. 

Cler.  Twas  Generoufly,  and  timely  offer’d  5  for  it  really  pre  ¬ 
vented  my  Signing  Articles  to  him:  But  if  you  wou’d  heartily- 
convince  me  that  1  fhall  never  more  have  need  of  his  futereft, 
ev’n  let  us  (leal  to  the  next  Pried,  and  honedlyput  it  out  of  his 
Power  ever  to  part  us. 

CL.  Why,  truly  considering  the  Trails  I  have  made'  you,twou’d 
be  ridiculous  now  ([  think)  to  deny  you  any  thing  —  and  if  you 
fhou’d  grow  weary  of  me  after  Such  Ufage,  I  can’c  blame  you— 

Cler.  Banifti  that  Fear  5  my  Flame  can  never  wade, 

For  Love  Sincere  Refines  upon  theTade.  [Exeunt 
Enter  Sir  Solomon,  with  Old  Mr.  Willful  $  La.  Sadlife 

and  Sylvia  Weeping. 

Sir  Sol.  Troth  my  Old  Friend  this  is  a  bad  Bndnefs  indeed  $ 
you  have  Bound  your  felf  in  a  Thoufand  Pound  Bond  you  fay, 
to  Marry  your  Daughter  to  a  fine  Gentleman,  and  die  in  the 
mean  time  it  feems,  is  fallen  in  Love  with  a  Stranger. 

0.  Will.  Look  you  Sir  Sol.  it  does  not  trouble  me  o’  this : 
For  I’ll  make  her  do  as  T  pleafe,  or  I’ll  darve  her. 

La.  Sad.  But  Sir  your  Daughter  tells  me,  that  the  Gentleman 
die  Loves,  is  in  every  degree  in  as  good  Circumdances  as  the  Per- 
fon  you  defign  her  for  :  And  if  he  does  not  prove  himfelf  fo 
before  to  morrow  Morning,  (he  will  Chearfully  fubmit  to  what¬ 
ever  you’ll  impofe  on  her 

Will.  All  Sham !  all  Sham!  only  to  gain  Time — - 1  expe&my 
Friend  and  his  Son  here  immediately,  to  demand  performance  of 
Articles ;  and  if  her  Ladylhips  nice  Stomach  does  not  immedi¬ 
ately  comply  with  ’em,  as  I  told  yon  before,  I’ll  darve  her. 

La.  Sad.  But  confider  Sir,  what  a  perpetual  Difcord  mud  a 
Forc’d  Marriage  probably  produce? 

Will.  Difcord  !  Pfhaw  !  waw  !  One  Man  makes  as  good  a 


Husband  as  another —  A  Months  Marriage  will  fet  all  to  rights 
I  warrant  you  You  know  the  Old  Saying  Sir  Salomon,  Lying 
together  makes  P/ggs  Love.  Difcord  Quotha !  No!  no!  Young 
Women  are  like  fiddles,  if' they  are  Play’d  upon,  they  muff 
make  good  Mu  lick  whether  they  will  or  no. 

L  2  La.  Sad. 
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La.  Sad.  (To  Sylvia,')  What  (hall  we  do  for  yon,  there’s  no 
altering  him  —  Did  not  your  Lover  promife  to  come  to  your 
Afiidance  ? 

Syl.  1  expeft  him  every  Minute  —  but  can’t  forefee  from  him 
the  lead  hope  of  my  Redemption  — *  This  is  he ! 

Enter  Atall  Undisguizd* 

At.  My  Sylvia !  Dry  thofe  tender  Eyes,  for  while  there’s 
Life  there’s  Hope. 

La.  Sad.  Hal  is’t  he  ?  but  I  mud  fmother  my  Confufion! 

Will.  How  now  Sir!  Pray  who  gave  you  Commifiion  to  be 
fo  familiar  with  my  Daughter? 

At.  Your  Pardon  Sir  ^  but  when  you  know  me  right,  you’ll 
neither  think  my  Freedom  or  my  Pretenfions  Familiar  or  Dif- 
lionourable. 

Will.  Why  Sir,  what  Pretenfions  have  you  to  her  ? 

At.  Sir  I  (lav’d  her  Life  at  the  Hazard  of  my  own  :  That  gave 
me  a  Pretence  to  know  her,  knowing  her  made  me  Love,  and 
Gratitude  made  her  receive  it. 

Will.  Ay  Sir,  and  fome  very  good  Reafons  bed  known  to  my 
fell,  make  me  refufe  it — Now  what  will  you  do? 

At.  I  can’t  tell  yet  Sir  —  but  if  you’ll  dome  the  Favour  to  let 
me  know  thofe  Reafons  - — - 

Will.  Sir  l  don’t  think  my  felf  oblig’d  to  do  either  5  but  I’ll 
tell  yon  what  I’ll  do  for  you,  fince  you  fay  you  Love  my  Daugh¬ 
ter,  and  (he  Loves  you,  VJl  put  you  in  the  neared  way  to  get  her. 
At.  Don’t  Flatter  me  !  1  beg  you  Sir. 

Will.  Not  I  upon  my  Soul  Sir,  for  look  you  —  ’tis  only  this, 
— -  ^et  my  Confent,  and  you  (hall  have  her, 

At.  I  beg  your  Pardon  Sir,  for  endeavouring  to  talk  Reafon 
to  you.  But  to  return  your  Raillery,  give  me  leave  to  tell 
you,  when  any  Man  Marrys  her  but  my  felf,  he  mud  extreamly 
ask  my  Confent. 

Will.  Before  George^  thou  art  a  very  pretty  Impudent  Fellow, 
and  I  am  forry  I  can’t  PuniQi  her  Difobedience,  by  throwing 
her  away  upon  thcc. 

At.  You’ll  have  a  great  deal  of  Plague  about  this  bufinels  Sir, 
for  I  (hall  be  mighty  difficult,  to  give  up  my  Pretenfions  to  her. 

Will.  Hah!  its  a  thoufand  Patties  I  can't  comply  with  thee: 
Thou  wilt  certainly  be  a  thriving  Fellow  •  for  thou  dod  really  fet 
the  bed  Face  upon  a  bad  Caufe  that  ever  I  faw  (ince  I  was  born. 

At.  Come  Sir, —  once  more  Raillery  apart  5  fuppoie  i  prove 
..  _mv  felf  of  eoiial  Birth  and  Fortune.,  to  AcCrrvf' 
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Will.  Sir,  if  you  were  El  cleft  Son  to  the  Cham  of  Tart  ary ,  or 
had  the  Dominions  of  the  Great  Mogul  Entail’d  upon  you  and 
your  Heirs  for  ever  $  itwou’d  fignify  no  more  than  the  Bite  of 
my  Thumb  —  The  Girl’s  Difpos’d  of,  I  have  Match’d  her  al¬ 
ready  upon  a  Thoufand  Pound  Forfeit,  and  faith  fhe  (hall  fairly 
Run  for’t,  tho*  (he’s  Yerk’d,  and  Flea’d  from  the  Creft  to  the 
Crupper. 

At.  Confufion  ! 

Syl.  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

Will.  And  if  you  don’t  think  me  in  earneft  now,  here  comes 
one  that  will  convince  you  of  my  Sincerity 

At.  My  Father !  Nay  then  my  Ruin  is  inevitable. 

Enter  Sir  Harry  Atall. 

.Sir  Har.  [7<?At.]  O  fweet  Sir,  have  I  found  you  at  laft  ? 
Your  very  Humble  Servant:  What’s  the  reafon  pray, that  you  have 
had  the  Affurance  to  be  almoft  a  Fortnight  in  Town,  and  never 
come  near  me  ^  efpeciaHy  when  I  fent  you  Word  I  had  Bufinefs 
of  fuch  Conlequence  with  you. 

At.  I  underftood  your  Bufinefs  was  to  Marry  me  Sir,  to  a  Wo¬ 
man  I  never  faw  $  and  to  confefs  the  Truth,  I  durft  not  come 
near  you,  becaufe  I  was  at  the  fame  time  in  Love  with  one  you 
never  faw. 

Sir  Har.  Was  you  fo  Sir '——why  then  Sir  I’ll  find  a  fpeedy 
Cure  for  your  Pafiion— Brother  Will  full —  hey  Fiddles  there. 

At.  You  may  treat  me  Sir,  with  what  feverity  you  pleafe: 
but  my  Engagements  to  that  Lady  are  too  powerful  and  fixt,  to 
let  the  utmoft  Mifery  difiolve  ’em. 

SirJAar.  What  does  the  Fool  mean  ? 

At.  That  l  can  fooner  Dye,  than  part  with  her. 

Will.  Hay !  - -  why  is  this  your  Son  Sir  Harry  ? 

Sir  Har.  Hey  day  !  why  did  not  you  know  that  before? 

At.  O  Earth  1  and  all  you  Stars!  is  this  the  Lady  you  defign’d 
me  Sir  > 

Syl .  O  Fortune!  is  it  poflible ? 

Sir  Har.  And  is  this  the  Lady  Sir  you  have  been  making  fuch 
a  Buftle  about  ? 

At.  Not  Lite,-  Health  or  Happinefs,  are  half  fo  dear  to  me. 

Sir  Sol.  HJojfning  At.  and  Sylvias  Hands  —  1  loll  !  loll  leroll! 

At.  OTranfporting  Joy  !  [E/%braci&g  Sylvia.] 

a nd'wi//r‘  itttheTu.nc>at?dDancipg  about  ’em"]  loll !  loll! 

_  -  - .  •  '  Sir  Sol' 

-  _ _  -  - - -  ~ 


78  The  Double  Gallant,  or 

Sir  Sol.  Hey!  within  there!  [calls  the  Fid  die  si]  by  Jingo  we’ll 
ma  k^fN.i  ght  on’t. 

Enter  Chrinck  and  Clerimont. 

Cla.  Save  you !  fave  you  good  People  !  I  am  glad  Unkle  to 
hear  you  call  fo  cheerfully  for  the  Fiddles,  it  looks  as  if  you 
had'  a  Husbahdready  for  me. 

Sir  Sol.  Why  that  1  may  have  by  to  Morrow  Night  Madam ^ 
but  in  the  mean  time,  if  you  plcafe,  you  may  willa  your  Friends 
Joy. 

Cla.  Dear  Sylvia  !  Sjl.  Clarinda  ! 

At.  O  Clcrcn?ont,(uc\\  a  Deliverance !  Cler.  give  you  Joy  Joy  Sir. 

Cla.  I  Congratulate  your  Happinefs  — —  and  am  pleas’d  our 
little  Jealoufres  are  over:  Mr.  Clerimont  has  told  me  all,  and  cur’d 
me  of  Curioliry  for  ever. 

Syl.  What  Married  ? 

CU.  You’l  fee  prefently !  But  Sir  Sol.  what  do  you  mean  by 
to  Morrow  !  why  do  you  fancy  I  have  any  more  Patience  than 
,  the  reft  of  my  Neighbours ? 

Sir  SoL  Why  truly  Madam,  I  don’t  fuppofe  you  have,  but  I 
BHieve  to  Morrow  will  be  as  foon  as  their  Bufinefs  can  be  done, 
by  which  time  I  <^pe<ft  a  Jolly  Fox  hunter  Irom  YorJ{f/)ire,  and  if 
you  are  refolved  not  to  have  Patience  till  next  day,  why  the 
fame  Parfon  may  Tofs  you  up  all  Four  in  a  Di(h  together. 

CU.  A  Filthy  Fox-hunter? 

Sir  Scl.  Ods  zooks!  a  Metled  Fellow,  that  will  Pvide  you  from 
Daybreak  to  Sun  fet!  None  of  ourFlimfy  London  Pvafcals,  that 
mutt  have  a  Chair  to  Carry  ’em  to  their  Coach,  and  a  Coach  to 
Carry  ’em  to  a  Trapes,  and  a  Conftable  to  Carry  both  to  the 
Round-houfe. 

Cla.  Ay, but  thisFox-hunter  Sir  Sol.  will  come  home  Dirty  and 
Tir’d  as  one  of  his  Hounds,  he’ll  be  always  afieep  before  he’s 
Abed,  and  on  Horfeback  before  he's  Awake  $  lac  muft  Rife  early 
to  follow  his  Sport,  and  l  lit  up  late  at  Cards,  for  want  of  bet¬ 
ter  Diverfion.  —  Put  this  together  my  Wife  tinkle. 

Sir  Sol.  Are  voufo  high  Fed  Madam,  that  a  Country  Gentle¬ 
man  of  i$co  /.  a  Year  won’t  go  clown  with  you. 

Cla.  Not  foSir,  but  you  really  kept  me  fo  fharp,  that  Fwas 
en  forc’t  to  Provide  for  my  felt,  and  here  ftands  the  Fox- 
hunter  for  my  Mony.  [Claps  Ckr.  on  the  (Jmlder . 

Sir  Sol.  Howl 

Cla.  £’ vn  fo  Sir  Sol. - hark  in  your  Ear  Sir !  y  ou  really  held 

,  your 
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your  Content  at  fohigh  a  Price,  that  to  give  you  a  Proof  of  . 
my  good  Husbandry,  [  was  refolved  to  five  Charges,  and  ^n 
Marry  her  without  it.  "  ^ 

Sir  Sol.  Hell !  and  — — — 

Cla.  And  hark  you  in  t’other  Ear  Sir—  becaufe  I  wou’ci  not 
have  yoaExpofe  your  Reverend  Age  by  a  Miftake  — >  know  Sir. 

I  was  the  Young  Spark  with  the  fmooth  Face  and  a  Feather,  that 
offer’d  you  aThoufand  Guineas  for  your  Content,  which  you 
wou’d  have  been  glad  to  have  taken. 

Sir  Sol.  The  Devil!  if  ever  I  Traffick  in  Womans  Flefh  again, 
may  all  the  Bank-ftocks  fall  wh£n  I  have  bought  ’em,  and  rite 

when  I  have  Sold ’em. - -Hey!  day!  what  have  we  here! 

more  Cheats ! 

Cler.  Not  unlikely  Sir —  for  I  fancy  they  are  Married. 

Enter  Lady  Dainty  and  Carelefs. 

La.  Sad.  That  they  are  I  can  allure  you - *  I  give  your" 

Highnels  Joy  Madam. 

La.  Da.  Lard!  That  People  of  any  Rank  fhou’d  ute  fiKh  Vul¬ 
gar  Salutations - Tho’ methinks  Highnefs  has  fomething  of 

Grandeur  in  the  Sound. 

-  Enter  Servant 

Ser.  Sir,  theMufick’s  come.. 

La.  Sad.  Let  ’em  Play. 

La.  Da.  Well!  there’s  nothing  mews  fo  Vifibly,  the  remain¬ 
ing  Footffeps-of  our  Primitive  Barbarity,  as  our  Odious  Noifc 
at  Weddings!  huh!  huh! 

(Mre.  It  ferves  Madam  to  recommend  the  Pleafures  that  fucceed3 
and  makes  us  Tafte  the  Joys  of  Silence  with  a  higher  Rellifh. 

La.  Da.  But  fb  much  Dancing  and  Tumult,  is  fo  like  the 
Mob  Solemnities  of  a  May  day — hub !  huh !  and  the  Poor  Bride 
is  us’d  juft  like  their  Pole :  lor  all  the  Town  to  Dance  Round  her.,- 

La.  Sad.  Ah  !  but  there’s  yet  a  groffer  part  of  the  Ceremony 
to  come  Madam,  and  that  is  Throwing  the  Stocking. 

La.  Da.  That  indeed  is  a  thing,  that  Infults  us  fo  near,  that 
I  wonder  the  Men  have  not  thought  it  their  Interefc  to  lay  it 
down. —  But  I  was  in  hopes  good  People,  that  confident  Fel¬ 
low  Carelefs  had  been  amon£  you. 

Care.  What  lay  you  Madam  (to  Divert  the  good  Company) 
fhall  we  tend  for  him,  by  way  ol  Mortification. 

La.  Da.  By  all  means  5  for  your  Sake  methinks  I  ought  to 
give  him  full  Defpair,. 

Care.  Why  .  .  ■ 
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Care.  Why  then,  to  let  you  fee,  that  ’tis  a  ranch'  c after  thing 
tn  Cure  a  Fine  Lady  of  her  Sickly  Taft,  than  a  Lover  of  his  Im¬ 
pudence.  - There’s  Carelcfs  for  you,  without  the  leaft  Tinfture 

o' V'Deipair  about  him.  '  SJDifcovers  himfelf. 

All.  Ha!  Carelcfs ! 

La.  Da.  Abus’d  !  undone ! 

All.  Ha!  ha! 

Cler.  Nay  now  Madam  we  wifh  you  a  fuperior  Joy  ^  for  you 
have  Marry’d  a  Man  inftead  of  a  Monfter. 

Care.  Come!  come  Madam,  fince  you  find  you  were  in  they 
Power  of  fuch  a  Cheat  — you  may  be  glad  it  was  no  greater,  you 
1  might  have  fallen  into  a  Rafcals  Hands :  But  you  know  I  am  a 
'  Gentleman,  my  Fortune  no  fmall  one,  and  if  your  Temper  will 
give  me  leave,  will  deferve  you. 

La.  Sad.  Come!  e’n  make  the  beft  of  your  Fortune :  for  take 
my  word  if  the  Cheat  had  not  been  a  very  agreeable  one, I  wou’d 
never  had  a  Hand  in’t — you  muft  Pardon  me  if  I  can’t  help 
Laughing.  ■  *  • 

La.  Da.  Well !  fince  it  muft  be  fo,  I  Pardon  all;:  only  one 
thing  let  me  beg  of  you  Sir — that  is  your  Promife  to  wear  this 
Habit  one  Month  for  my  fatisfattion.  s 

Care.  O  Madam!  that’s  a  Trifle!  I’ll  lie  in  the  Sun  a  whole- 
Summer  for  an  Olive  Complexion ,  to  oblige  you. 

Will.  Ods  zooks  here’s  a  great  deal  of  good  Company  ho !  And,:, 
it’s  a  Shame  the  Fiddles  fliould  be  Idle  all  this  while. 

Care.  Oh  !  by  no  means !  Come  ftrike  up  Gentlemen. 

They  Dance. 

La.  Da.  Well !  Mr.  Carelcfs ,  I  begin  now  to  think  better  of 
my  Fortune,  and  look  back  with  Apprehenfion  of  the  Es¬ 
cape  I  have  had:  you  have  already  Cur’d  my  Folly,  and  were 
but  my  Health  Recoverable,  I  (hou’d  think  my  felf  Compleatly 
Happy. 

Care.  For  that  Madam  we’ll  venture  to  favc  your  Do&ors  Fees* 

And  Trnft  to  Nature :  Time  willfoon  Dif cover  ^ 

Tour  hejl  Phyfcian  was  a  Favour'd  Lover. 


